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PROLOGUE. 
Spoken at 8 in Lincoln: Inn 


His Play was pretty once for ought we know, 
| When * twas firſt writ, 4 dozen years agoe. 


But Gallants whit-ere ta when it was young , 
Tow know that Beauty ſeldom holds fo long. 
But though it has not like kind Miſſes done, 
Who att ſo brickly, and begin ſo ſoon, 
That their # relighted Beauties ſet tre Noon : 
Tet it is guilty of a greater Crim. | 
A dozen years ago, and in its prime 
And nere launcht ont till now ! Pax, eryes 4 Wit, 
Se long in this kind Town, and nere trygd get! 
If this Play talt, my ſence and judgment fayle. 
'Tis an ill Face keeps Maiden head (o flake. 
Rt grant 'twas Modeſt, and kept off till now, 
A Miracle in Wit, and Woman too. | 
Nv, the won't paſs, refuſe ſo long. tengage, 
And floop at laſt F appear upon this Stage, 
In „ dun Hoſe, and in as damw'd 4 Drifs q 
Like Wench debaucht in Paragon; you'd gef 


It had 4 very longing mind "A 
That yields at 7 on ſuch an eaſy ſcore. 
Ent, Faith, without fine Scenes ance like 8 Play: 


Tow like kind Women when their Paint's away. + 
Plays heighten'd by gay Cloaths, and gawdy Scenes, 
Are but like Spaniſh Beg#iies ip Fappeons. 
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Herod, King of Tudes, 23 Mr. Medburn. 
Pheroras, his Confident, Mr. Crosby, 
Alexas, Husband to Salome. Mr. John Lee. 


P)hilon, Foſepb, and Sobemus, Attendants of Maz 


riamne. 1 
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Forces, a Parthian, in Love Mr. Smith. 


with Mariamne, 


Tyridates, General of ole 


Arſanes Mr. Norris, 

and his Friends, c 
Polites. > Mr, Anthony Lee, 
Soſius, a Roman Legat. Mr, Gillow, | 
Mariamne, Herod's Wife, Mris, Spencer, 
Salome, Herod's Siſter, Mris, Vary Lees 


Alexandra, Mariamne: Mother. Mris, Oi born 
Cleophe, Mariamne Confident, N 


Prieſts, Judges, Executioner, Meſſengers, Soul- 
dicrs and Attendants, 


The Scene Fernſalem. 
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TO THE 


ILLUSTRIOUS and HIGH- BORN 


PRINCESS. 
Elizabeth, 
3 
DUTCHESS OF 
ALBEMARLE. 
May it pleaſe your Grace, Ne 
His wndreft Play bas been (o little endebred to Poet and 
Painter, that it has wanted Beauty to invite Numbers, 
and Merit to ſecure Friends : yet with all its diſadvanta- 
ger, it has not miſt of Honours; when it has appeared, ſo 
* often favour d by your Graces Preſence, and ſomtimes by your Com- 
Wands; an encouragement ſo greet that your Grace little thinks 
— you have brought upon your Self, by the Perſecution 
yes ars like to ſuffer fromthe Addreſſes of ſo troubleſome 4 Favou- 
rite as Poem; yet ſuch a Favourite, whoſe Arrogance you tannot 
blame : For, as'tis ſaid of Poets, who are Born, not Made, "tis ſo 
with their Patrons: Towr Kindneſs is Hereditary, and you derive 
your Friendſbip to the Muſes from your Noble Anceſtry, The 


Name 


— 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 


Kame «sf Newcaſtle warrants my Ambition, 4 Perſon of 
— „ that be has been an Ade to Pottty ; his 
Bounty to it admits of no Equal, and his Perfettion is it, no Supe- 
rier : Nor has he only been the greateſt Protector of the Muſes, but 
their greateſt Subject tos, witneſs thoſe Immortal Trophies of Alle- 
gianct, bis late memorable Services to an Exile King, and 4 de- 
clining Crown; where his Mn Conrage aim d at no other re- 
ward then the Glory of his Cauſe, And ſo lite Cæſar, who after his 
Conqueſt, wrote his own Commentaries, the Hand of a Newcaſtle 
att ed, what the Hand of « Newcaltle enly was worthy to write. Thus 
have his adorable Qualities reſembledthe Arm d Pallas among ſi the 


- 
o 


Angients, though in their ini nue numbers of farmed Deities , | 


beſts every Attribute of « Divinity, j almoſt to Foery Humane 
Art appropriated 4 particular God, yet they united Ltarning and 


Arms. Thus has this Illuſtriows Heroe chargiter'd that Divinity | 
on Earth, which they but fancied in Heaves.' But your Graces - 
Glory does not reſt here; your Aﬀntty is no leſs Conſpicuous, than 

your Birth, being Allied to andther eg N of Loyaleff\, an | 


Albemarle, differing from the former only # time and Fe, 


Thats attended a — and This uſber 4 in a Riſing Sun, Nor in 


this Circle of Honour does your Grace only ſhare, but make a part 
your - wry ſhine ſo —_ of the Sphear they mon in, that 4 
your 44itional Ornaments 

Gift, but the Reward of Providenge.. And an that ſcore Mariamne 
throws her (elf at your feet: Tour ſmiles have made ber a Captove, 
41d your Vertues a Proſelyte, But while ſo mean an 
Play, bezs your Acceptance, the more worthleſs, in that thi 


Repreſentation of it did not give me time to put 4 finiſhing hund an 4 
tt, the firſt Copy of it being given me by a Gentleman, to uſe 4 
Preſent wants 


form as I pleas d, I humbly implore, that, what the 


m 1) be ſupplied by 1he Zeal and Obedience of 
Madam, Nate 
Your Graces moſt Humble and maſt 
Devoted Servant, 


Elkanah Settle, 7. 


Fame and Greatue(s, are t be 


ring 4s 4 | 


HEROD 


MARIA MNE. 


The Firſt AR. 
Scene the Firſt, a Caſtle, 


ys — 
3 


Enter Tyridates, Pheroras, Alexas, Polites, and Arſa- 
nes, Guards, Trumpets ſound. 


Phers, Ed on by your Example and Command, 
No Force could the Indean Armes withſtand ; 
This Victory is to your Valour due; 
Your Conqu'ring Arme th' Arabian Powers or e-threw. 
Lou the Kings Brother at his feet laid Dead; 
A Homage to a King ſeverely paid. 
'*® Tyrid. Your great Examples made my Duty bold; 
None could a — be, and You behold : 
Nor is there any thing more Triumph draws 
Then Loyalty link't to a Monarch's Cauſe. 
Alex. Well Valiant Conqu'rors, ceaſe this gen'rous ſtrife : 
be Juſtice of our Cauſe gave us all life, 
& Whilſt chus our ſelves we Conquer, and thus Knit; g They 
The fierce Arabian; to our Swords ſubmit. 2 embrace. 
188 : B Tyrid, 


—— uu 


Herod and Marianne: 


* Lead to Feraſalem! the King Lle meet, 
lay my Wreaths at my great Maſters feet, 
| auen Pol. & Arſa. Extont Tyrid. 
Alex« Phero, eum ſuis, 


Fol. Not all the Laurels Tyridates wears, 
Nor Honours growing faſter than his years; 
Nor Fame that (wells a y Mans Spirit high 
Do yet clear up my Princes Cloudy Eye: 
A miſty Melancholly on his brow 
Does ſome more eeP, and ſilent Sorrow ſhow : 
Can you —_ gueſs the Cauſe * 

Arſa. So little, that in all the ſearch I make, 
The more I judge, the farther I miſtake, 
All che Diſaſters which his Houle beſell, 
Did never paſt a Moderation ſwell; 
His juſter Griefs, and thoſe ſo well-known Woes, 
He with a manly Courage did oppoſe, 

Pol. How then are now his ſorrows greater grown: 
Can Herod's Intereſt move more than his own? 

Arſan.That grief which inward burns maſt needs conſume, 

But twill more Airy grow by vent and roome. 
You then his Governours may better move, [ie Polytes. 
To know the Cauſe: He cannot diſapprove 
That Care in you, nor will your love neglect; 
For he has always born you great reſpect. 

Pol. On all occafions then we muſt lay hold, 
Love prompted by neceſſity grows bold. LEA, 


Enter Tyridates. 


— find it is not 22 can reclaime 

My lab'ring thoughts from an invading flame; 
Nor can the great Employment of the War, 
Iauuding Loves more fierce aſlaulrs deter: 
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Herod and Mariamae. 
Whilſt I for Herod with o recame, 
The Image of his Queen Kills me at Home. 
Not all Frater Cruelties did move 
So much my Breaſt, as does this Tyrant, Love. 
Nor all the Knowledge, which I gain'd at Rowe 
From Stoicks, this one Paſhon can or'ecome. 
How little I a Gen'rals name reſpect, 
Whilſt 1 my Office, and my Fame neglect. 
Oh Gods, who now an Herctick can be 
Againſt the power of gentle Love or Thee. 
My — heart, I hold no longer dear 
Thau whilſt I find Afariamne's Image here, 
It is my glory nothing could ſubdue 
That Heart (wot force of Gods or Men) but You. 


Enter Polites and Arſancs, 


Polit. Sir, tis our Love which makes us thus intrude, 
With buſie Cant op your Solitude. 
Arſs. la Me olly Characters we 
Some gloomy miſt has your great Heart o're-ſpread. 
Your e. and Meine, and Looks more Cloudy grown, 
Though you take care to Hide it , make it Known, 
Polit, We hitherto have ſhar'd your woes and bliſs, 
And ſhall we now both Strangers be tp this £ 
Are we miſtruſted now 
Tyr. Polites, hold | 
To you, and only you, I date unfold 
That Secret which I here lockt up till now ; 
And did diſcloſe to none, no notto you; 
Becauſe tis what your Councel can't remove : 
'Tis-----O that I live to tell it——-Sir, tis Love 
Look not ſo. ſtrange, . you'l be ſurpriz'd much more 


When you ſhall ſee her ſhadow I adore. C Shews 4 Picture. 
Pol. Oh Gods! What ſee I here It cannot be! 

- Tyr. Is Homage ſtrange to ſuch Divinity: 
B 2 Arſa. 


_— 2, 


Herod and Mariamne. 
Ar(s. Sir, Then tis Hereds Queen whom you adore, 
Tyrid. You tell me what I Knew too well before: 
I through your Eyes Polites ſee your fear; . 
And tis but juſt thoſe Dubious thoughts I clear. 
You fear that Noble Vertue is Betrayd 
Which rul'd my Actions whilſt your Precepts ſwa'yd: 
But though 1 Love, tis with ſo pure a flame, 
As wil not Innocence, nor Vertue ſhame ! 
To ſay, I Love her more than Life, is poor, 
But I love Mine, and — Honour more. 
Pol. In Love you to r s of Love pretend. 
Tyrid. No, no : My Love has neither Hopes nor End ; 
She is a Vertue that no Mortal dares : 
Pretend to Love; unleſs he Vertue wears, 
Could 1 transform to any ſhape; yet ſhe 
Cannct be tempted by à Deity. 
Lock up this Secret cloſely in your Breaſt, 
«. Without your Leave it ne're ſhall be expreſt, 
Pol, But Sir, does Mariamne know your flame? 
Tyrid, My To as yet durſt never giv't a name, 
Fol, Sir, ſince I doubt, it were in vain to try 
To reaſon you into a remedy : 
That which I can't remove, I will defend: 
Vet many dangers may your Love attend. 
Herod, a Maint is of that Temper known, 
As Jealous of his Wife as of his Crown. 
He ſpares no blood, that He may this ſecure, 
Think not in Love, a Rival Heel endure. 
Tyrid You can't ſay more than Tyridates knows, 
But for her ſake I will my life expoſe, + 
Arſa. And we with you will the ſame Hazard thares 
Tyrid. But in diſcourſe I do my Joys defer. 
'Tis the higheſt Tryumph that my Armes obtain, 
Ending the War to ſee the Queen again. [Extunt, 
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Herod and Mariamne. s 


Third Scene, A Chamber. 


Enter Mariamne, Alexandra, C leephe, &c. 4 


Mar. Mother, the force wherewith you me Invade, 
To a Rebel lious Thought can ne're periwade. 
Though I no Paſſion for that Tyrant know, 
Nor Obligation to his Merits owe; 
** the Sacred Law of Heav'n am taught, 
o habour againſt Herd, no ll thought. 
Ale rand. He is a Monſter, and deſerves that il. 
Mar. But yet that Monſter is my Husband ſtill, 
Alexand. He then did forfeit both the Name and Place; 
When He began to Murder all your Race: 
'Tis He that Murder'd the Aſmonean Sced 
And the laſt Relicks of that Race made bleed, 
And now He has Impriſon'd You and Me, a 
For what; unleſs He does our Deaths decree ? 
Mar, Death is the laſt of ills that he can do, 
Alexand. But I wou'd firft that Monſters death purſue 
And have the Pride before my life depart, 
To ſtrike my Dagger to the Tyrants Heart, 
Mar. May Heav'n defend my Innocence from guilt : 
His blood alone ſhou'd by juſt Heav'n be ſpilt. 
Tie neither act, nor wiſh ſo great a Crime. 
cle. Who ever ſaw a Vertue more ſublime # 
Alexand. Now He is gone to Rhede, it is not hard 
For you to gain to our juſt ſide the Guard, 
You in the Peoples Love fo great are grown, 
That for yes like they Herod wou'd Dethione : 
Beſides, We may by ſpeedy Letters (end 
For Valiant Tyridates, who's our Freind, 
The Army wee'l call home, and all thoſe Powers 


Will be as well as Tyridates, Yours, 
B 3 Mu. 


E 


Mar, The very hearing this in me's a Crime. | 
Alexan, Why then you dote on him, and wiſh his good? 
Can you love Tytants ſtain'd with your owa blood? 
Mar, What now I do; you did at ficit command, 
When fo:c'd by You, to him I gave ny Hand, 
Whilſt that you urg'd no Crime, I did obey: 
With. me, to Him, you gave your Power away. 
Theſe Tears I ſhed, to Murder d Friends I owez [Weeps. 
This to weak Nature I muſt needs allow. 
Alexand. Thoſe Tears th' Aſmonians-Yaliant-Race diſown, 
And Mariamne is a Coward grown, 
Sit down ſo tamely with your Sexes feats? 
No marks of Courage are thoſe fooliſh Tears. 
Mar, Though hateful Crimes I like a Coward fly, 
I have a Hea:t that's not afraid ro dye. 
Where I may Honour, and my Duty ſave, 
I have a Courage dares the Tyrant brave. 


7 


” Enter Soeben. 


Cleoph. See Madam, one of jour Gardians, Sohemus come. 
Alexan. Perhaps he's come to let us know our Doom. 
Sebem. Madam, dry up thoſe Tears, and Weep no more, 
Put this Impriſoument on ſafety's ſcore: 
The King a Paſſion has ſo great and juſt; 
He dates to none but Us your ſafety uuſt. 
His Jealouſie the iſſue is of Love. 
Mar, What act of mine did that baſe humour move? 
gehen. Lovers have oft without cauſe Jealous been, 
Mar. He might have yet remembred me his Queen. 
Solem. Madam, you nothing want, but Liberty, 
Mar. Denying that, what does he not deny? 
Alexan. From guilty Souls, ſuch Jealouſies ariſe ; 
Herod can't live unleſs he Tyrannize. 
Mar, Salem knows my Husbands foul intent, 
When he his Voyage to Auen, went. 


And 
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Herod and Mariamne. 7 


And now he is to great Aug gone, 
If he miſcarries....muſt he go alone: 
Sobem, Your Pardon Madam, if I tel] — more; f Seems to 
* And tis a Warrant which he Sign d before, 2 
* He muſt enjoy you in another World, 
Thus into Crimes, by Jealouſie he's hurld 2 
Mar. This Jealouſie from Malice ſprings, not Love 
Sohem, It is your Veitue wakes me thus your Friend: 
And that you may ſuppoſe my Friendſhip true, | 
The power of my Head I give to you 
For if this Secret from your Lips does come, 
Herod will make me tharer in your Doom. 
Mar, 1 weigh your kindneſs, yau ſhail find me true. 
Sohem. Herod does not miltruſt the Queen, nor Lou. 
Alex in. Why are we Priſoners then 
Sohem, It is his Care. 
"Twill not be long etre Herod will return, 
vou then no longer your loſt Freedom mourn, 


Enter Philos. 


Mariam. Philon, thy looks ſpeak News ; v hat is't? 
Philon. They ſay 
The Valiant Prince of Parthis comes this Day, 
Into Jernſalem, 
The City and the Court their Joys expre(s, 
To ſee him come Crown'd with ſo great ſucceſs. 
With ſwifter wings arriv'd his gieatet Fame, 
And told his glorious a&s before he came, 
Mar. What are they Philos: 
Philon. He has ſuch conduct, and ſuch valour ſhown 5 
Thoſe Storms which threatn d us are all o're-blowa : 
Ih Arabians are out of Inde fled 
But left behind them 13 thouſand dead. 
Twice by his Valour, He the Battle won; 
And twice unhors'd the King, and once his Son, 


8 Herod and Mariamne. 


He brake their Troops like lightening as he flew , 
Where cre he went with him, He Conqueſt drew, 
Th Arabian King from place to place he chas d, 
Ti!l ro his Country He return'd diſgrac'd, 
Mar. I have already heard of his great Name. 
Philon. And yet I ſpeak it leſſer then his Fame. 
Mar. That P:inces Vertues | did ever prize, 
And his praiſe now w.ch my own Intereſt lies: 
If to the K ngdoms Intereſt I am true, 


= 
I mult his Veitues Love, and praiſe em too. CExeant, 


Fourth Scene, the City Jeruſalem. 


Enter Tyridates and Polites, 


/i. Oh Gods! how can — thus unmov'd behold 

The belt peice ever made of humane mold 

The work of your own hands, given up to be 

A lubject for a Monſters Cruclty. 

She to whoſe eyes, my freedom I reſign: 

And ſhe has right to all the Worlds, as mine, 

Can the a Captive be 
Pol, Call in your P:ſſhon Sir, and give it Law. 
Tyrid. Of Thee Aariamne tis I ſtand in awe. 

Great Queen ! it is thy Vertue makes me fear 
Pol. Sir ſtop your Paſſion till Arſanes come. 

His news may calm't, or give it farther room, 
Tyrid. Now Herod is her Perſecutor grown, 

I him no longer my Protector own; 

His Crueltics my Brothers have out- done; 

I from one miſchief to another run; 

From Parthia bring my Life to loſe it here: 

And that which is a thouſand times more dear. 
Hered. Herod in your diſtreſs has given you ayde. 
Zyrid. My Conqueſts have that Obligation payd. 


Tin 
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Herod and Mariamne. 


in Mariamne's Frongs am injur'd more 
Then ere his Kindneis had oblig'd before. 
My thoughts no longer ſhall my mind divide: 
Both againſt him, and the whole World beſide, 
Ile draw this Sword in the Queens juſt defence : 
And ſuccour Vertue and wrong'd Innocence, 

Pol. Theſe thoughts diſclos d, wou'd Sir your ſelf undo, 
Bring certain Ruine to Marianne t09, 
But ſee Arſanes is return'd again [Enter Arſanes, 

Tyrid. Quick, dear m— eaſe me of my pain, 
What ſays Sobemes, is he ſtill our Friend? 

Arſan. I judge him fo, for fo he does pretend. 
He quickly granted part of your Requeſt , 
But a long time he did debate the reſt: 
He on Mariamnes anger did demur, 
Not on the — that ſhe might incur. 
At laſt the Friendſhip that he had for you 
Prevail'd; and overcome that ſcruple too. 
Now Night has ſpread her Sables, he does wait 
Alone your coming at the Caſtle Gate, 

Tyrid. This is a Kindneſs I can ne're requite ; 
Aſſiſt me Darkneſs! Loves beſt Friend, is Night. 


Enter Sohemes with a Diſguiſe. 


ehem. Put on this Souldiers Caſque for your Diſguiſe ; 
Thus Habited, you need not fear ſurprixe. Tyrid. « dreſſes 
Philon is now to his Apartment gone, $i, 4 Diſgoiſe. 
And I have newly ſer the Watch alone, 
Wee! ſhun the Main-Guard left your Face be ſpy d, 
Art this back Gate you'l enter undiſcry'd, 
You two without, for our return muſt wait, 
But at a little diſtance from the Gate, [ afode. 

Tyrid, What Tumult's this within my Breaſt appears! 

There is a ſtrugling twixt my Joys and Fears. 


C That 


10 Herod and Marianne. 
That Heart which Death and Horror diq; not daunt, 
At its approaching Bliſs begins to faint, 


Arſan. Let's find ſome thelter,that's not out of Call, [ Zxeur, 


Sixth Scene, a Chamber. 


Mariamne s diſcovet d lying on a Couch. 
Enter Tyridates, 


Tyrid. See where She is! how her affections move! 
She thinks on nothing but the Gods above. 
What force of Men can ſuch a Power withſtand, + 
Whoſe Piety does Gods themſelves Command: Tyr. run 
Mar. Defend me Heav'n;what's this I here behold! dun to her 
One of my Guard ſo Impudent and Bold! 98 
Tyridates, ha ! what does your raſhneſs mean: 
Do not you know tis Death to ſee the Queen? 
Tyrid, Madam, I do: but Cangers I defy, 
And I could with them far moe great, and nigh, 
I no occaſion had till now to ſhow 
How little I do value Life for you. 
Mar. Riſe Tyridates 5 I and Herod know, 
How great a Debt we to your Valour owe. 
Bur the Kings Cruel humour gives me fear: 
Would your Compaſſion had not brought you here, 
Zyrid. That temper your Misfortunes do Create; 
neither with his Love, nor fear his Hate, 
He gave me ſhelter in his Court tis true; 
But Murders now the Life he ſav'd in You. 
Mar, 1 know Compaſſion moves you to be kind : 
Tis the Effect of every gen tous mind. 
Tyrid. Give me but leave, this Sword ſhall ſet you Free, 


Mar. 
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Herod and Mariamne. 11 
Mar. My — 7 yu cannot to Revenge incline z 
5 


That is the bus neis of the Gods, Not mine. 
757. To do you Juſtice You may me permit. 
* Mar, I Act Revenge, when I (hall ſufſer it. 
Tyr. In Your — I a ſhare do Claim, 
Mar. | beg You won't that Dang tous Claim purſue ; 
Leſt gen'rous pitty Fatal prove to You, 
| Tyr. Ah wou d the Gods! that Tyridates cou d 
Buy off Your Sufferings Madam with his Blood: 
Or end Your Troubles with his Puniſhment, 
By all the Deaths that Herod could Invent. 
Ho fair would be my Fate to pay to You 
My Life, to whom all Hearts, all Lives, are due: [ «ſide 
Mar. Sure this from Paſſion, not from pitty flowes. 
I wou'd not know what now I but ſuppoſe, 
Sir, Do you well conſider what You Say? [ to Tyrid, 
Tyr. if my raſh Tongue my Paſſion does betray , 
And unawares the Secret has Confeſt 
Which has ſo long bin lock't within my Breſf. 
Madam, do you adjudg what paines are Due: 
Ile gladly ſuffer what's Impos'd by You. 
Yes, Tyridates does as guilty Plead, 
Since in your clouded Brows I Anger read, 
Mar. You'ld not have licens'd thus your ſelf to tell 
Your Folly, had you Known Mariamne well : 
I Herods bloody Injuries forgive 
Yet (carce can pardon this Offence — yet Live [ Exit Mar, 
Tyr. Stay Mariamne | Gods! What have I done? 
Tortures! To what Confuſion am I Run! 
She pardons me!] And yet pronounc d my Death! 
She bid me Live, Yet Kil'd me with that Breath, 
Herod, who bluſhes with her Kindred's Gore, 
With all his Injuries ne're mov'd Her more, 
And is't not hard chat th' overſights of Love, 
To Anger more then Cruelties ſhould move? 
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My Raſhneſs has my blaſted Joyes ore thrown, | F 
And my diſtemper'd Soul melts at her Frown, [ Exi, Tyr, 


— 


— — —  — — — _ — — — 


AR the Second. 
Scene the Firſt, Herods Pallace. 


Enter Herod, Soſius, Pherores, 4Hendants and Card.. 


1 


Herod. * it Pheror as, be your chiefeſt Care, 
That Noble Soſias be reſpected here 
With the ſame Homage that is due to Me, 
Soſ. I have no Title to ſuch Dignity, 
Herod. Sir, of my Friendſhip 1 wou'd give you Proof. 
Soſ. The Glory. of your Service is enough, 
It is my Duty, I you Obey: 
To whom Auguſt u ſuch reſpect did pay. 
Herod. I will not be, Kind Sir, aſham'd to own; 
It was your Friendſhip did ſupport my Crown. 
I great Auguſt ass Anger did ſubdue, 
Not ſo much by my Merit, as by You. 
Seſ. My Acts, great Sir, you praiſe too much. 


Enter Tyricates and Alexas, 

Herod, But ſee; another Guardian of my Throne, 
Valiant defender of Zadea's Crown. 
The Arabians dread great Tyridates name, CEmbraces, 
And Home has heard already of thy Fame. 
The Laurels always muſt adora that Brow : | 
And you participate his Glories too. [Te Alexas. 

Tyrid The Obligations you have on me laid, 
Can never by ſuch Services be paid. 


Herod. | 


: = 
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Herod. Your Worth by Modeſty does higher grow. 
Tyrid. Sir, 1 wy Life did to your Bounty owe, 
Alex. This Prince begins to make my Euvy boyle 
For to his Luſtre we ſcem all a Foile. L Aſide 
H rod. Let us no more thus Modeſtly contend , 
You are my Crownes Protector, and my Freind. 
Tyrid. You muſt command [ Afide ] How Vertuous he ſeems 
* dilguiſes his black Crimes? 
Like him I'm forc'd to Flatter with my Tongue, 
Whilſt my wiackt Heart reſents Mariamnes Wrong. 


Emer Philon, 
Hered, How does Your Charge? 
Phil. Great Sir, She's ſafe, and well, 
Herod. Does not Reſtraint make all her Paſſions ſwell * 
And doe not Curſes fit upon her Tongue 
Againſt my Life 2 
Phil. You do her Vertues Wrong. 
Herod, By Heav'n I think you are Enamor'd too. 
Phil. Becauſe I've Acted what you bid me doe. 
Herod. It is my Paſſion, Philon, I forget, 
But with what Words did Alexandra Threat 
Phil. She took it Sir as Women uſe to doe, s 
An angry Tear, and a ſharp Word or two. '$ 
Herod. Affutes of State have ſmother d up my Love, 
But now warm parks about my Heart-ſtrings move. 
Spight of my Fury and my ſhort-liv'd Rage, 
Mariamnes Eyes thoſe Paſſions ſoon aſſwage. 
To her that hates I'm kind : They Gen'rous prove 
Who without hopes of Loves reward can Love; [ Ex, 


Scene 2d. continues. 


Salome Enters looking into 4 Pocket Glaſs, 


Salome. What is become of all that Beauty now ; 
Which once made my Alexas Heart to bow: 
C3 
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But ſure theſe Eyes have loſt their powerful fires, 
And now my o're-blown Beauty none Admires : 
Elſe had thoſe Snares, I there ſo often ſpread, 
Caught that great Heatt, I wou'd my Ptis'ner lead. 
Falſe Glaſs... I am not what I was before. S flings the glafs 
Thou Ly'ſt, and thou ſhalt flatter me no more. (away, F 
Elſe could not Tyridates (0 deſpiſe 
The Charms, this Face once had, the Pow'r theſe Eyes. 
So Ignorant, Alas! thou can'ſt not be 
As not to underſtand both Love and Me. 
What various, T houghts now wieſtle in my Breaſt, 
Loves Pleaſure never <quals its Unreſt, 
The buſie Conteſt does like Billows rowle, 
Bears this way now, and that way then my Soul, 
Like Duelliſts, who ſtruggle for their Fate, 
Now ſtrive with yarious Chance my Love, and Hate, 
The Prince muſt know't, if then my aymes I miſs, 
What my Eyes can't obtain, Ille gain by This. J Draws her 
Thus I will go an Arbiter of Fate—— Dagger. 
Life I diſpence if Love—-Death—if I hate. 

[ Exit, 


Third Scene, a Bed- Chamber. 


Enter Herod, Philon, Sohemus , Mariamne, Alexandra, 
Cleophe, Women and Guards, 
Herod. Madam, thus Low I to your Empire bow: 
I, who have Conquer d Ceſar. ſtoop to Lou: 
Though I that gain the whole Worlds Love beſide, 
Am yours (to which I have molt Right) deny'd: 
Vet fee wy Paſſion: Let this Action prove 
All Paſſions elſe ſtoop to the greater, Love. 
Mar. Sir, I'm your Pris'ner, and mult you Obey. 
Herod, O no Mariamne; here. you ſtil] bear ſway: 


Oh 
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Oh do not at this ſmal] reſtraint repine, 

Thou art no Pris ner; but'tis I am thine, 

I now have nothing elſe I can ſubdue : 

Fortune bows down to me; yet I, to yol 

And in the greateſt glory of my Pride 

Can Love--- and ſee my ſelf of Love denyed. , 
Ale xan. We do believe you Herod, tis enough. 

That you are kind, this Priſon is the proof, 
Hered. Your words too laviſh were, when I was by, 

For me to truſt you, when I was not nigh. 

I here ſecur'd you in my abſence, true, 

But it was done in Courteſie to you, 

Leſt a Temptation to Aſſault my Crown 

Might make you, on your Head, pull Vengeance down. 
Alexan, Then our Impriſonment's a trick of State. 6 
Herod, Wiſemen fore-ſee, and often Maſter Fate. 
Alexan, Im glad I know that Herod is ſo Wiſe, 
Herod. But you the Jewel that only prize, [ro Mariam. 

Above my Life or Crown, lock't ſafely here, 

Truſted to thoſe , you had no need to Fear; 

Have yet leſs Cauſe to Murmur or Repine, 

Knowing my Life depended upon Thine, 

Maria. You may with me do what to you ſeems good; 
But you might yet have ſpai'd Hircauum Blood: 

Sure your affection's built on a ſtrange ground, 
Which on my Kindreds Graves it ſelf does found. 

Herod. From that old Root, ſuch Branches wou'd have (prong, 
Who from my hands my Scepter would have wiung. 
And I ſhould both my Life and Crown Betray, 

Had I not par'd that dang rous Root away. 
Neceſſity thus forces Kings ſomtimes 


Crimes to commit, to hiader greater Crimes: 


And Murther act, that they may Muithers ſave, 


PPicty does Ruue Kings, and Lands Enflave. 


May. | never knew Foundations lay'd in blood, d > 


& W boſe Superſtructure ee continued good! 
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Herod. Let us Mariamne leave thoſe things to Fate, 
And to our Councel, all Affaires of State: 
We will retire my heart brooks no delay : 
I fain wou'd Homage at Loves Altar pay 
Whole am'rous Flame the Heart of Herod burns. 
Mar. And my fad Heart with hidden ſorrow Mourns, L aſiae 
[ Herod leads the Queen our, Fxe. Omnes. 


Fourth Scene, A Callery hung with pictures. 


Enter Tyridatcs. 

Tyrid. What cloudy Blacks my Heart and Viſage wear, 
And Love it ſelf's ſcarce greater than my Fear. 
To mighty Love all Paſſions elſe ſubmit, 
Grow calme, and ate to Tempeſts rais d by it. 
So it Uſurps the Empire of the mind 
And Governs there, as o're the Seas the Wind, 
Whulſt it blows gently, Seas as Gently lye; 
But when it Storms, they Storm and Rave as high. 


Enter Salome at a diſtance. 

Solom. He's there 
I will not loſe the occaſion now 
Stay----I'le adviſe, fiſt what I have to do. 
Oh Heavens, mult then this great Heart ſtoop ſo low; 
And muſt he from my Mouth my Paſſion know. 
Vertue, where art thou: - -or where art thou Shame 2 
Tuſh.....Shame's for Maids - Vertu's an empty name, 
I Love, and I am ſcorch'd ſo with the fire, 
That all things now muſt yeild to my deſire, 
Vertue, and Honour, all things elſe lye by. 
Tis Love o'recomes, and I muſt ſpeak, or dye. 


Tyrid. My Paſſions did diſturb enough before, [ Aſide, 


Thy Company will yet diſturb me more, 


\ 


Salem. 
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* 
I cannot ſhun her, 


Slam. Tyridalpoere! 
I did nor think h happineſs ſo near ! 

1 doubt I on your Privacy intrude, 
* Thyrid. lam not buſie, Madam! 
Salom. But I am Rude. 
What were your Thoughts : 
Tyrid. On nothing? 
Salom, Is that all? 
Tyrid. I viewd thoſe Artfull Pictures on the Wall. 
Salam. Their Story, Sir, you may not underſtand : 
I will Interpret them Lend me your hand; 
Such a Commanding awe hangs on his brow Abde 
It daunts me, and my Tongue does faulter now. ; *. 
The World here *Tyridares found its Grave, 
* And none eſcaped, but what that Ark did fave. 
* Tyrid. We by our Stories, Madam, underſtood 
3 The World once ſuffer'd by a general Flood, 
Salm. Here is the man, who did our Nation Free 
By Miracles from A t Slavery: 
Sce there what Vengeance he on Pharoah throws; 
Though all his great Magicians do oppoſe 
See where the King purſues him in his Pride. 
Here, at his Word Seas themſelves divide : 
Here Pharoah (till purſues them with his Hoſt, 
Look there the King, and all his Army's loſt,----- 
Has not the Painter here expres't his skill? 
How well in Death he Frowns, and Threatens ſtill, 

Tyrid. Madam! I doubt I too much trouble you---- 

Salam. I take delight in't----Sir, in Truth I do. 
When I look on him, all my Courage fails : Afide 
And o're my Reſolutions fear prevailes, 5 "7 
Wur Eyes 2 little on this Captain lend: 
He Conquer'd firſt this Land, you now Defend, 
The Sun ſtood (till, and did his Word obey 
And gave the World a moſt Prodigious Day, 
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Tyrid. Will none come hither to Releaſe me yet?---[ Aſide; 
'Twill take up too much time to viewem 
Salom. One or two more; you needs you ſhall 
Oh that I had my Story once begun! LA dle. 
See here two Kings, the Father and the Son: 
That's David, the beſt Captain of his Time : 
This Salomon, whoſe Wiſdom was ſublime. 
Wiſe, as he was; yet that Wiſe Salomon 
Did not diſdayn to put Love's Fetters on: 
And to that Queen which hangs cloſe by his fide, 
No coldneſs ſhew'd, nor Love, for Love deny'd : 
His Fame far off had kind!'d am'rous fires ; 
He Lov'd, and ſatisſi d her warm deſires. - 
Tyrid, It was but juſt, and to ſo Fair a Queen, 
He would have otherwiſe 7 been. 
Salom. Whilſt thus you pals your judgment Sir on them; 
Conſider that your ſelf you do Condemn. 
You to a Princeſs have appear'd too Rude, 
And for true Love return'd ingratitude. 
Though ſhe has leſt no Realms to viſit you, 
Yet that which is more hard, ſhe does purſue, 
She treads on Dangers, and for you ſhe dies, 
And Liberty more dear then Empire flies. 
Tyrid. I may believe my Miſeries might move 
In tender Breaſts (ome Pitty - but not Love 
I am an Exile, no Retreat do know 
But what I to your Brothers Bounty owe. 
That Princeſs. then iu Herod's Court may fee 
Objects more worthy of her ſelf than Me. 
Sale, With willful blindneſs You Obligements flight, 
That you may ſhun accaſions to requite. 
Tyrid. My great Misfortunes Madam, make me blind. 
Salo. No Tyridates, tis Diſdayn I find: . 
And you are to9 clear-ſighted not to know, 
That you are Lov'd, and who tis Loves you too. 


No 
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o Soul, but Hers, could have endui d that pain, 
Fase by the Tyranny of your Diſdayne. 


Hyrid. Such worth I dare not to my elf apply, 
Nor look up at a Fortune that's ſo high 

And though your glorious Beauty ſhou'd deſcend, ' 

To grant me all the Charms chat Love can lend: 

My mind does under (ſuch misfortunes. bow, 

I could not have the power to taſte chem now. 
Salo. You for your coldneſs have a fine pretext ; 

You'l be no more with ſuch Diſcourſes vext, 

And ſince you with affection are oppreſt, 

That Importunity ſhall be redres't: 

Fury's the ſteps of incens'd Lovers guide; 

And Love converts to Hate, with ſcorn deny'd. Ex. Salm 
Tyrid, Thy Love and Hate are both alike to me, 

What difference twixt Mariamne is, and Thee: 

I her denyal better do approve : 

Which leſs cormengs me thy proffer'd Love. 

Her Anger looks with ſo much Innocence; 

That though ic kills, it cannot give offence, 

And were not Love by Vertue clear'd in Me, 

I'd hate the name of Love, as do Thee. 


Enter Polites and Arſanes. 
Would you had come Tooher 
Taft that No that I ſo 1 ſear d, 
uſt now with Impudence enough a d. 
For Salome her gel. abe ſecier mee” 
Arſ«. But I perceive your Anſwer was but cold, 
Pol. That Coldneſs has incens'd Her; for but now, 
We ſaw a raging ſcorne inflame her brow x 
With all the marks that do on Fary wait. 
Tyrid. It is not Love, but Luſt that turns to hate, 
Arſas, The King's return'd, and will this Night be ſeen 
In publique t' entertain Fis welcome Queen, 
Jyrid. What, then the Queen's Releas' : 
D 2 Pola. 
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Polit, Yes Sir ; tis true. 
And Herod ec ms enamour'd now anew. 
He gazes ou her with Affection ſtill : 
You'd think 'gainſt her he never dream't an ill. 
Tyrid. Thanks Fate! Vie be my ſelf a Gueſt to Night: 
And at her Eyes direct my wondring fight, 
What Nobler Object to exalt my joy? 
Unleſs my — does my Joyes deſtroy : 
Of what | wiſh that Tyrant is poſſeſt: 
I can but gaze on Banquets where he Feaſts, [ Exeunt, 


Enter Salome Sola. 

Salom, Tis done I am refolv'd----Fle Love no more 
But Hate as much as e're I Lov d beſore. 41 
Wich what kind warmth does now my Anger move? 

And dear Revenge taſts ſweeter ſar then Love. 

The Poets ſay that Love in Heav'n does dwell , 

If fo, then there more Pleaſure is in Hell. 

For though the Furies whip and laſh my mind; 

Yet in that Rage I fecret Pleaſure find. 5 
Thou at my Feet ſhall unregarded 7 

Who with diſdain a Princeſs aould'ſt deny. 

I Tyridates, will pluck down thy Pride: 

Let Hell and all its Futies be my guide. 


Ester Philon. 

Flil. Madam, The King and Queen's already fate, 
They and the Revels do your preſence wait, 
Your place ſtands Empty - 

Salo. els are a ſport 
For Loving Fools: Blood is the Mirth Tle Court: 
Tie follow-----Rage has fo poſſes my mind, 
I po Diverſion hut in that can Find. [ Extant; 
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Act the Third. 
Scene the Firſt : A Garden, 


— — 


——— —— — — 
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Enter Herod, leading Mariamne, with Attendants, and Tyti- 
dates ow the other fide meeting them. 


Herod. 1 Bus neſs calls me now away; 
But You may longer in the Garden ſtay. 
Prince Tyidates opportunely met, 

May on my Queen with your permiſſion wait. 
Kind Tyridates, here, whilſt I go in, Herod offers the Queens 
Try to divert my Melancholly Queen, I Hand to Tyrid. 

Tyrid. In Storms at Sea, when Death and Danger's nigh [| aſide, 
Men wiſh for Land, and yet from Land they fly: 
Whilſt Trembling at the Object, 1 — Queen gives bim her 
Fear keeps me from the Bleſſing I deſire. LMand. Ex. Her. &c, 

Mariam, Had Herod known, you did my Love purſue, 
He would not now have given my hand to you. 
And fince you did to me your T _ commit, 
I ought my ſelf too, to have hinder d it. 
But that I judg'd I might without offence , 
Either to yours, or my owa Innocence. 
Did I believe you harbour in your Breaſt 
A thought to my Diſhonour, Ide Deteſt 
You as a Monſter, and my Mortal Foe, 

Tyrid, And I am willing that you ſhould do fo. 

Mariam. Think not, becauſe, I not for Hered bun, 
le my affections on another Turn: 
Not the Remembrance of his Wrongs to Me, 
Shall make me of his Crimes partaleer be. 
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Could I be falſe fo to my ſelf and him; 
] were unworthy then of your eſteem, 
Tyrid. That gen'rous Bounty flowing in your Breaſt, 
Has Me great Queen with Confidence poſſes't: 
To ſpeak, and to believe you'l hear me now. 
Mar. Speak; but what ſtricteſt Vertue may allow, 
Tyrid. If my rude Paſſion harbours a Deſign 
Againſt Your ſpotleſs Innocence and Mine. 
You then may juſtly Me and that Deſpiſe, 
And hate without a Crime what Vertue flyes; 
Uſe then your Thunders, let the higher Powers, 
To make we Wretched, joyn their frowns to yours, 
Mar, Look on this Paſſion as an Enemy 
That will at laſt deſtroy both You and Me. 
Tyrid. Not if that flame which does inhabit here 
Inſpires my mind with what from ſtains is clear: 
All Worthipers at diſtance may admire... 
Mar. Oh call the Greatneſs of your Courage home, 
Let Tyridates now himſelf o're- come. 
Tyrid. Madam, the higheſt favour I dare Crave, 
Is leave to bear your Image to my Grave : 
Thus on my Knees I beg 


Emter Salome. 
Mariam. 1 can't conſent 
Although your Love were yet more Innocent. 
Riſe Tyridates: Salome is neer 
I ſear ſhe ſaw you Kneel, let us withdraw. 
Tyrid. That Womans fight I hate 
Mar. Why Sir 


PF ene 


Tyrid, Madam, that Secret Ile relate, [Ex Tyr. & Mar, 


Salome, Was it not Tyridates that I ſaw 
Knee! to the Queen? | 
Oh Heaven ! this Chance unſeals my blinded eyes, 
And plucks from them their ſo long cloſe diſguiſe, 


Slighted 
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Slighted I thought was a ſufficient Curſe , 

But lighted for another is yet worſe , 

Swell Fieh the Tyde of Rage; boyle up my Blood, 
Be to my Vengeance an eternal Food. 

Is it for this that Mariamne fiyes, 

The Kings Embrace ? and does his Love deſpiſe! 
I have a Rival on an equal ſcore, 

The Queen a Husband has, and 7 no more. 

Vie watch each motion and each look they throw, 
That rage and Icalouſie may higher grow: 
Their hearts will ſhake when = all underſtand 

Like Fate, their Lives I carry in my Hand. C Exit, 


Enter Tyridates and Mariamne. 
Mar. Are you ſo Cruel then to Ladys grown! 
Tyrid, The Law of Love permits to Love but One. 
Mar. And t not I your Paſhon to decline, 
When you deſpiſe anothers Love for mine : 
That fin which you in Salome condemne; 
Would you Mariamne, ſhould in you eſteem * 
Does not (he Loving you betray her truſt - 
How can I yours permit then, and be juſt! 
Tyrid. Oh Madam! You injurious are to joya 
That ſpightful Ladies Vicious Love with mine. 
Mine is all Innocence ! 
Mar. But the World may not know your Innocence, 
Tyrid, I by my ſilence keep it from their Sence, 
Mar. Though that has kept it yet from Herod's Eye; 
Yet tis what Salome will ſoon deſciy: 
Tyrid, Wrapt in my Vertue, I my Fate deſpiſe: 
Mar. But more then Life, at Stake, our Honour lies. 
Tyrid, When that 7 injure, may 


Enter Herod, Pheroras, Sohemus, Alexas, Guards. 
Mar. The King is come ! 
Tyrid, And | uowillingly muſt give him room 
a | Hera. 
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Herod. What to the Office of King n due, 
I've ſoon diſpatch d to come, my Queen, to you:. 
But ſuch ſhort Inzetvals of Abſence prove 
As blaſts to fan the Ardent flames of Love, 
Mar, Sir, Kings their Modeſty are wont to ſhow. 
Her. And Modeſt Queens not anſwer with diſdain, 
Mar. Herod, of that you ought not to complain. 
Hered, Oh Hen! aud muſt my Paſſion thus be met, 
And all my Kindaeis anſwer'd with regret £ 
Hence ſcornful Woman, from my Preſence go: 
S ace not your Husband, you, your King ſhall Know : 
Your Pathers Deſtinies you do forget. 
Mar. No Herod! here they are all Written yet: Ex. cum ſus, 
Herod, What Roman Courage in that Breaſt does lye: 
And cauntleſs Power ſparkles from her Eye 
Alex. . Your Subjedts Sir, may well ceaſe to obey, 
When your own Queen to Subjects ſnews the w 
Tyrid. What Tortures rack my Breaſt! muſt 
This is a Task too hard to overcome. 


& Dumb ! 


Exewunt. 


| Maxet Elexas, 
Alexa. I now can tell what is black Envies Food, 
Man's Heart's her Meat, her Drink his Vital Blood. 
I feel the Viper gnawing in my Breaſt. [ Enter Salome, 

Salo, What, my Alexas, muſing all alone. 

Alexas. No, I have Company, though you ſee none, 

Salo. Where are they? 

Alexas. Salome | they are in my Breaſt. 

Salo. What, with ſome bulie thoughts you are poſſeſt? 

Alexas. Yes, ſuch they were, 

Salam. Muſt I be Tenorant * 

Hlexas, No Salome | I dare truſt you 
Me-thinks that Stranger Parthian grows too tall, 
1 do not love him 

Salo. Nor would- - if you knew all 
I hate him to 


Alex. 


* 
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Alex. And have you Reaſons too 
Salam. Some ſmall ones; but no matter—what have you:? 
Alex, Hered's too lavidh of his favours there. 
Salam. Now he has rid me of my Jealous ſear, 
1 doubted leſt He had my Paſſion found, 5 aſide, 
But he on Envy does his Anger ground. 
And is that all? But I could tell you more 
But 
Alex, But what ? Come tell the Truth ; 
$4iom. But you (hall Swear you never will diſcloſe, + 
Alex, I freely Swear all Oaths you ſhall impoſe, 
Salom. Hark in your Ear----he would have [ Whiſpers. 
Ajex. How my Wife ! And can 1 hear ſuch out-rage ! 
Salom. Hold Sir! he in his Paſſion is unwiſe 
Who does his Soul diſcover at his Eyes. 
Cloath every thought in Darkneſs, wear a Cloud, 
As may it poffible Heaven's eye delude. 
Alex. What if 7 ſhould declare it to the King? 
Into Diſgrace this wou'd the Parthian bring. 
Salom, With your own mouth you wou'd ; your thine ; 
To Do and to be Tempted is the fame. 
We muſt be free from ſcandal as the fault. 
Men judge the ſtrength of Vertue by th Aſſault. 
This would Mens thoughts divide; for mong'ſt che Throng 
Right ſeldome has more Voyces than the Wrong. 
Alex, Deareſt Vam convinc'd : Thou art a Gem, 
Which 7 can ne're ſufficiently eſteem. 
Salom, Doubt not but 7 ſevere revenge will take, 
Alexa, both for thine and honours ſake. 
Be Mute for 7 have thought a Stratagem 
Herod grows Jealous of the rom and Him, 
Alex. O my Wiſe Princeſs... your Wit adore 


See; there's the King [ Enter Herod, 
Salom, Alexa be you gone 
Tie take this time to talk with him alone. [ Ex, Alex. 


That project's done. now to the King. 
E No 
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No man ſtands ſo ſecure, but he may ſall, 
When he has once ſtir d up a Womans gall. 
The King is bigg with ſomthing _. * 
Herod, Salome | 
How much 7 am diſturb'd you cannot ſee. 
Salom. Your Soul with ſome great Paſſion ſtruggles 
Herod. I rue; 
And 7 to calme this Tempeſt come to you. 
My Queen has met my Love with ſuch diſdayn, 
That ſhe has turn'd the Stream : My Paſſion grows 
Enrag'd, and o're the Banks of Reaſon flowes. 
Can She not Love: | 
Salm. No doubt Sir, but ſhe can. 4 
Herod, Why does ſhe not? * 
Salom, She does! but who's the Man # 
Herod, Oh Salome | you raiſe the Tempeſt ; hold. 
Salom, You know not Woman, Sir, fo well as J. 
Herod. I know her Vertue, and the fiſt would dye. 
Salem. You know the Loves not you. 
Herod, All chat may be 
She! Love no other tho ſhe Loves not me; 
And that proud Heat which does a King oppoſe, 
Can never with a meaner Object cloſe. | 
Salom, Love, had it Eyes, might oon | 
Herod. Oh 1 am rack't. | 
Spike Salome, and make my doubts more clear. 
Salom, What makes the Parthian Prince to linger here, 
Whom great Augu/{as does invite to Rome , 
And offers Armes his Brother to o'recome : 
He fl glirs not theſe great offers without Cauſe , 
No, here's attraction Sir, that ſtro draus. 
Herod, Thy words have let ten and Furies in. 
Sas. Sir | tis too plain-— now to be blind's a fin... 
Hired. Thy words have cleat d the wilt before my eyes; 
fore Truth's Son the foggy umbrage flies. 


Sulom, 
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Sal. See with what draughts be ſacks che Poyſon up !----[ fide. 
The Quiet of your Coure made me Conceal 
What now 1 only to your ſelf reveal. 
Herod, That Mariamne Loves the Parthian Prince, 
Her hate of me my Reaſon does con vince ( 
Salem. Tis not her Kindreds Blood moves thus her mind, 
No; her diſdayn is of another kind. 
To you a Rock the unrelenting ſtands, 
Yet Tyridates's Love, her heart commands. 
Alas !- He Loves wich better luck then you : 
An Exile does more than a King can co. 
But firſt their glances, looks, and actions weigh; 
Perhaps I may have err'd in what 7 (ay, 
Herod. Oh my dea Salome | it is too plain! 
A Thouſand things to my remembrance fly 
Which 7 before had paſs d too ſlightly y 
Salam. It bravely works !----good Sir, have farther proof: 
Herod. What needs there more / alas, I have enough, 
Salom, He is indeed ingrateful 
Herod, — To requite, 
The refnge chat 7 gave him in his flight; 
He flyes a Cruel Brothers rage ; I gueſs 
He will not find a Jealous Husband's leis. 
My Anger ſhall like frightful Thunder move, 
He pays his head for his preſumptuous Love. 
Salem, Stay Sir---let reaſon in this great affair 
As well as Rage and Jealous Paſſion ſhare. 
1 would not have — Tyridates ſave; 
Your reſolution is both juſt and brave. p 
Vet for his Life, pray venture not your Crown, 
Nor hazard for his wicked head your own, 
Ag Sir, is Tyridates Friend, 
It's dangerous Aug to offend. 
And loſe the favour which you gain'd ſo late; 
Act not in Fury, let your Rage abate 
Herod. What, ſhall he live then? 
E 2 Salam. 
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A 
Salom. No: he ſtill ſhall dye. 

But tis not you ſhall ſtrike the blow---bur J. 

Leave it to me 
Herod. But give your Juſtice wings: 

Revenge that brooks delays too mean ſor Kings. 

At my Queens head ſhall my next Thunder fly, 

Who could not live and Love, by Hate ſhall dye: 

Her ſorſeit-head, and her declining Crown 

Shall feel che rage of Monarchs when they frown, [ Fx#, 
Salem. Boaſt not Proud King of what your frowns defign 5 

A Womans Rage ſhall be as great as Thine: 

Tyridates Fall ſhall be an Act of mine. 

It Vengeance is all a Kings Rage can do, 

A Jealous Woman is a Monarch too. * [Ex, 


Scere 24. a Bed-Chamber. 


Ewter Mariamne, Alexandia,. Philon axd Clophe, 


Alex. You had been freed durſt you my Councel ule; 
Mar. Such Councel, Madam, 1 agen refuſe. 
Alex. Your Dagger in his Heart had eas J your fears. 
Mar. Such Crimes are ſtains my Innocence nere wears. 
Alex. Woman thou art | [Exits 
Mar. What J will ever be 

From all the guilt of your Re s free, 


Enter Herod. 
Herod. I that with horrid thoughts of Rigour came, 

Am on a ſuddain, how I know not, Tame, 

Sure tis not I am no Lyon now 

The Furies humbly to that Sweetneſs bow----- 

I am not Angry now-+-- 1 will renew--- Offers to Fun- 
Mar. I will accept no Kindneſs Sir from you { brace her. 
Herod, I wil not be deny d 
Mar. But Sir, you muſt. 

For my Reſentments they are great and juſt, 


This 
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This Heart cannot Diſſemble King like You. 
Herod. Will neicher Anger not my Kindneſs do: 

So now I feel the Floods of Rage return, 

And 1 a-new inflam'd with Anger burn. 

Thou to thy . Hugbands Kindneſs falſe art grayn, 

And Love, my due, is on a Stranger thrown. 

Has TyYridatts wo * , 

Ate you Surprir d! has Guile lock'c up your Tongue ? 
Mar. No Herod, tis the greatneſs of the Wrong. 
Herod, T rayel(s,: 'tis falſe : 

But to my, Wrath he ſhall a Victim fl; nam 

And you ſhall quickly follow too. you ſhall !. 

Mar. Herod, believe all that you pleaſe ; rhe worſt 

I've born already by thy Kindneſs Curſt, ': 

Herod, Perfidious Woman ing. 

His Ruine ſhall begin your Puniſhnient. ä 
Mar. If you on Blood and Murder thus are bent: 

If Rage no otherwiſe appras d can be, 

Seek out no other Sacrifice but Me. 

Reſolve my Murder, but his Ruine ſpare, 

Who has in my Imputed Crimes no ſhare : 

Herod, To ſuch a height it ſeems your Love is flown, 

His Life you value, though you flight your own, 

In Tyridates thou ſhale tortur'd be, 

Before thou know'ſt what I reſolve on Thee, [ Ex, 
Mar, Death thou art Welcome: come when ere thou wilt, 

Thoſe Souls fear not thy Dart who feel no Guilt: 

Yet Tyridates, Thee I with remov'd, 


Becauſe your greateſt Crime is that you Loy'd, + CExit, 


B 7 Scene 


3c Herod and - Maridmmne. 
Fourth Scene: A Dining-Room, in which is dis- 
cover ſitting at Supper 
Tyridates , Pheroras, Alexas, Attendants. 


Alex. Fill my Bowl full; I the Kings health begin ! 
Tyru. What ist that makes thee ! haſt give me mine 
| [xe the Attendant that fills the Wine. 
Long live the King, and whilſt che Health goes round, 
Command without that the Jowd Trumpers ſound. 


Enter Arſanes, who daſbes the Bow! out of T yridates hand. 
Arſan. Pardon my Sir, and voucliſaſe your ear. 
Alex. 'Tis prevented ! 

Pher. Diſcover'd too I fear. ' 
Let us not ſRey— | | 
Alex, The King will Orders gir er, 
Though this Plot has not took, he Fall not five! F Fx. Alerzs 
Arſan. T hat Rudeneſs Sir I acted with my will. & Pheroras 
For it was Poyſon chat I made you (pill! Q 
Philes by chance behind the Arras 1 
Heard Salome and Alexas lay this 
He told the GED Kimdneſs ſent him ſtrait 
With this, to let you know your Threaten' d Fate. «river s 


{heror as and Alexas Sir are gone, Letter. 
And they by dus themſelves have Cuilty ſhown. 
Leave us [Exit Attend. 


 -Tyrid. See here Arſancs what the Oueen has Writ,. 
She bids me quickly fave my ſelf by flight. 
Nay, inſtantly I muſt be gone — to Night : 
Or elſe 1a cloſely they my Life purſue , 
The Sword will act what Poyſon cannot do. 
Ie nor which more Joy or Grief does bring, 
This Favour, or the baſeneſs of the King. 
Arſan. Sir, do not trifle thus away your time, 
To make her Warning uſcleſs were a Crime: Tyrid, 


* 


2. 

Herod and Mariamne. 
Tyrid. What wou'd oo have me doe: 
Arſe. O Sir, be gon 
Tyrid. That thought's too hard, 

Arſa. Sir; if you ſtay, her Kindneſs you neglect, 

And pay to her Commands but ſmall reſpect. 

Tyrid. 'T was her compaſſion of my Life took Cate, 


31 


| She did not know her Preſence is more dear. 


E mer Sohemus, 

Muſt I my Life, or Mariemne quit? 

$0h, Yes Sir, tis but too certain, and your Flight 
Muſt ſpeedy be, or elſe you both will loſe, 
Conſulc no further, Her Commands obey : 
For know that her you Ruine, if you ſtay 
Therefore no longer on your ha demur; 
This riſing ſtorme does rather en Her. 
But She in your 2 Preſerv d may be 
When you remove the Cauſe of Jealouſy. 


Enter Polites. 

Pol. O Sir be ſpeedy in your flight I hear 
Alexa, and the Kings Life-guard are neer. 

$oh. Good Sir, make haſte, 

pol. There's hardly time for Flight. 

Arſa. But we may now be fayourd by the Night, 

Tyrid, Well! moſt I goe? Oh Queen, when I obey, 
Im only by your ſafety forc'd away, [ Extont, 


Enter on the other fide with drawn Swards, Alexas and 
Soul ers, 

Alex, The Traytots gone! but yet he can't be fac; 

ou ſoon his paſlage in the Streets may bar: 

>0 light ſome Torches, ſearch out every where: 

ho finds him firſt, ſhall of my bounty ſhare: 

his Sword then Tyridatts ſhall purſue 

hy Life, and take what Poyſon could not do, LFE 
= SCeng 


2 0b n 912: voy Law 1 FP 
Fourth Scene, The City Feruſalem, 
A Cry within! here, here, they are. 


F ner Tyridates, Polites, Arſanes, Rericative and Fighting, 
Alexas;Gvark,  Soaldiers purſuing. 
Alex, Yeild Tyridates, or thy Life is loſt ! 
Tyrid, That thou took'ft it away, thou ſhalt not boalt ! 
Take chat fos thy; Wives Treachery, | [Kills Alexas. 
Alex. Though i am wounded 1 Sogdjers follow (till, 
You dye, if him you neither Take noi Kill, [Polites falls, 
Tyrid. Farewell, thy Friendſhip does my Love out · vye; 
Thou haſt the Honour in her Cauſe to dye. CDte Polites. 
Arſanes come! Let us Revenge his Blood, 
Aud take the Fate which cannot he with-ſtood, - [ Fight 4. 
Agen; ſeme of the Souldiers are Slain. } 


Enter Pherotas with freſh: ſupplies, who beat off Tyridates 
and Arſanes. - Exeuat all Fightine. 


Fifth Scene, Herods Pallace. 
Enter Herod and Salome with Attendanis. 


Herod. Ile think that Heav'n does joyn againſt me too, 
If neither Poyſon, nor the Sword will do. 
Salom. It was but chance, or he had drunk his laſt, 
Herod, I hope by this time that his Life is paſt, 
I bid Pheroras bring the welcome News, 
But his long ſtay my Patience does abuſe, 
Salom. What Devil was it mov'd Arſgnes ſo, 
The Bowl, the Wine, and Poyſon to o rethrow. 


Between 
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Between that Draught and Death he ſhould have known, 
J rais'd that ſtorm which hence his Life had blown, 
Tis not Revenge, at leaſt not half ſo ſweet, 
Unleſs he knows that I the Conquelt get. 
And if he Falls now by Alexa hand, 
My fatal Anger he will underſtand : Euer Pheroras 
„ But here's Pere DOW..... 
Hered. How dy d he | ſay : 
Pher. His Valour Sir has rather won the day... (Head! 
Herod. Hah ! What---not brought with thee the Traytors 
How durſt thou ſay to me he is not dead 
What Legions had he to defend his Life 2 
Or fought my Subjects for him in the ſtrife 2 
Pher. 1 ſaw Alex Sir, his Life purſue ! 
But what is' t Valour in Diſtreſs can't do: 
Surrounded by the Guard he bravely ſought, 
And to the ground Alexa bleeding brought. 
7 $alom. t ſaid you of Alexa ? 
Herod. Peace; O on [ 
* Pher. At him the Guard with all their fury tun. 
But like a Heroe ſo unmov'd he ſtood, 
4 That all around the place he ſtayn d with blood. 
Polites Slayn, with n — , 
He flung himſelf to dye amid ſt the Throng. 
There he ſuch Prodigies of Valour ſhew'd, 
The Guard not him, but he the Guard purſu'd. 
Preſt I. * — number, he at — dy d, 
But Arſanes an advantage ſpy d. 
The Sacred Temple being 3 
To that Aſylum both yet fighting, fly. 
And ſpite of all thoſe Swords which did oppoſe; [ 
There _ eſcap'd the Fury of their Foes. 'Þ 
Herad. O Heavens ! eſcap'd me thus. 
Thy Blood yet Tyridates muſt aſſwage | 
The vehement Tempeſt of my Jealous Rage: 
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Nie to the Temple, and my Wrath ſhall make 

bs. amy Foundations of that Structure ſhake, [Exit 
8 What Stars Protect this Man? 

— 9g eres. gs 

But iſpiſes me thought is 8 

Yes, —— dye! 

My hand ſhall more then his, thy Life purſue, 

And thew. what. Woman in Diſpair can do. Exit. 


Sixth Scene; The Temple: 


Ia which is diſcovered, as within the Gate, the Prieſts, 
Tyridates, and Arſanes. 
1. Prieſt. We do not Sir enquire of your offence, 
No Criminal! is ever fotced from hence. 
2 Prieſt, You are both ſafe and welcome 
Tyrid. Thanks are dye 
to the God you Worſbip, and to you: 


3 4, ng wor — 6 
1. Prieft. Sie, T a King, keep tis j | 
Bring that reſpect wheh — 1 is due. = 
Her, Give me that Traytor then ; this Place nor you 
Cannot protection to ſuch Crimes allow. 
1 Prieff; O Sit l you hnow the Priviledge of this place. 
We ſhould our Honour and our Laws difgrace——- J. 
Herod. Then T will force him hence. — to draw, 
Pher. Your Paſſion ſway. Phet. fas him. 
Great Sir, let Rage to Reaſon once obey : 
All the whole tac: of Prieſts wou'd rather dye, 
And you, although their King, to death defie, 
E're they would ſuffer this,. beſides the Jes 
— run — cbellion = - —_ 
Try if you can „ but do not force. 
Herod. I muſt but yet I fiſt will try that courſe , 
| | Pat 


„ 


A 


Put ſorch that Traytor, and will do well 
9 Infidel, : 
abuſe 3 


His very preſence does the place 
It is a Refuge only to the . 
1 Prieſt, We dare not Sir, they wauld us Partial call. 
This Temple does a Refuge yield to all. 
Herod, But that Barbarian duſt violate 
The Rights of Hoſpitality and Faith; 
Ancient as Fanes ſelves... 
Return him fairly forth whilſt I entrear, 
Elſe I will execute more than I threat. 
2 Prieſt, Firſt for his ſafety we our Lives will pay. 
Tyrid. Rather then you ſhall ſuffer, Ile not ſtay: 
No : let me fall a Victim to the King 
Rather then Ruine to your Altars bring. g 
Arſan. O Sir | what do you mean. 
1 Prieſt, You will do worſe, 
You on our Alcars will pluck down a Curſe. 
Let the King raze our Fane : our Bloods be ſpilt. 
*Twere _ to — Pn — ſtand with Guile, 
Tyrid, Let me ſpeak to the King. 
Arſe. Ile not refuſe . 
So you no further po. 
Tyrid. King of the Jews, 
I am a Prince, and meet you without odds, 
For I know no Superior but the Gods , 
I ſcorne to juſtifie my ſelf to you, 
Who thus ignobly do my life purſue. 
A Life which from thy Sword and Poyſon flyes, 
Here at the Altar thou would'ſt Sacrifice, 
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Againſt all R ght, both Humane and Divine, 
Herod. Yes, I will have thy Life, though I loſe mine. 3 
Tyrid. Not the moſt faulty of my thoughts ere meant 0 

Mariamne ot thy wrong + thy Iunorent | 

And injur'd Queen I as the Gods eſteem; . ; 

Can that wear any Title to a Crime? 

F a Herod, 
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Tyrid. I ſpeak not this to afſwage, 
Or wirh 10 5. 4 oy y 7 
Or to delay the Death thou threaten ſt here. 
No Herod, 1 can dye, but cannot fear. 
Herod. No, no, falſe man ! thy artificial words 
The Temple nor zococo Swords, 
Shall ſheild thy Life from my armed Anger now. 
Thee and that Traytreſs both to death —— 
Tyrid. lavolve not yet in my imputed Crime, 
An Innocence which wholly is — 
If thou before theſe Reverend Flamines here. 
Wilt Solemaly at the high Altar Swear, 
I ſhall thy only mark of Fury be, 
And thy blind Rage extend to none but me: 
Ile leave this place to which I now am fied, 
And to thy Vengeance render up my head, 
Herod. O Heav ns, for him ſhe wou'd have Life reſigu d, 
And he again for her has Life declin d: 


They L5ve Oh Rage | [ Samy; 
No Traytor, thou hue me mo Council give ; 
Nor you, nor Che whom thou vw ſt ſave 171 live. 

Dran. 


Enter Soſius with Romane Sas Aiers. 
72 Hold Herod, hold, I in Age name, 
Do for the Parthian Prince a freedom clayme; 
He not thy Subject hirher fled for aid, 
Muſt not by thy blind Fury be betray d: 
Ta this I Juſtice. Honour, Friendſhip 1how 
To Tyridates Vertues, and to YOU. 
Herod. Friend! hear me firſt 
Jef. I am by Honour ſwayd 5. 
And in preat Ceſars name muſt be obey d. 
Herod? You are 2 Friend to me, and I ro you. 
Sofivs, I for no Friendſhip will injuſtice do: 
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beat a Romans Vertue in my Breaſt, 
Friendſhip not lanck's with Vertue; I deteſt. 
And Tyridates you muſt yeild ro e 
Tyrid. Where I find ſo much Vertae, I agree, 
Seſius. Herod ! your unjuſt Fury now aſſwage: 
I here my Honour for you boch engage; 
Herod your Life by go Plots thall betray; 
And you t'increate his Fury thall not ſtay. 
You from Fereſalem this Night ſhall go, 
And leave withiu 6 days F«des too: 
Who breaks his Word, begets a Foe of me; 
Makes Kome and Ceſar too his Enemy. 
Tyrid. I will comply, though death I'd Kndlier chooſe. 
Herod, Sofiwe. alone could my juſt Vows oppoſe: 
I ſee my Fear is 2 then my Rage; 
I in this quarrel, not Rowe ingage : 
Nor dare to my yet tott ring Fortune truſt, 
But I muſt rule by ſeeming to be juſt, [ Exit, anne. 


__— 
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Act the Fourth. 
Scene the Ficſt: Mariamne Chamber, 


— — — 
— — — — 
— 


Enter Mariamne, Cleophe, Philon. 


Mais, np Hen Heav'n has heard my pray'rs, and now I find, 
'T Though I deſerv'd it not, He has been kind. 
If Heaven permits me but to fall alone, 
My Breaſt ſhall not emit one ſigh, or groan: 
Now Tyridates is from Danger tree, 
do not care what he decrees of Me: 
| F 3, Fly 


:2 
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Fly Prince from hence into a kinder elime, 4 
Where to be good, and Vertuous is no Crime: ¶ Eater Sobew 

Sohem, Prince Tyridates by the Roman Legat freed 
And by him ſafe without the Citty led, 
Erom his freind Sefiws has made eſcape, 
And is come hither in a borrow'd ſhape, 

Mar. Juſt Heav'n forbid : I cannot fee him : Go, 
And tell him fo, —— 5 
His Folly would his Certain Raine ; 
His _ would _ Juſtice in the K ug. 

Sohem. Madam; all my perſwaſions can t prevaile, ] 
He onely beggs to take La fend _ | 

Mar. This may ſome blemiſh ro my Honour give — 

Philon. Madam, his from ſuch pure Fountains flow; 
They on your Innocence no can throw 

Sohew, Without your leave he durſt nonigher come, 
But ſtayes without, and there eupects his Dome. 

Mar. Well call hm in —— and pardon me this time: 
For he ſhall never more repeat the Crime. Sper ad to the 


Philon and you Sobemus watch hard Dore and ts 
And give us warning when that danger's nigh. C Tyridates 
A, | Exeunt. Phil. and Sohem. 

Ah Prince! conſider what you make me do | Tyrid. kneels, 
Hazard my Life and Reputation too! 
Have I thus long my life wah Caution led 
The _ ſhadow of all Corutſhip fied. 
Now at the laſt to make my Honour bow 
By Night, and iadiiguile, rocalk with You ! 

Tyrid. T my Iatents with Innocence are clad, 
The ills You ſuffer by chem make em bad. 

Mar. Your buſine(s* 


Tyrid. Can I fly and leave you wa 
Exp5Y'd ro Heradi Rage, and jealous fear * 
Ile break thoſe Chames my heedleſs Paſſions drew ---—- 
With ſuch a black Ingtaticude on You. | 


Herod, by Sword and Poyſon ſets me free 
From all the Tyes of Hoſpitality ! 
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I chis without Ingratirude can doe 
I owe not now my Life to Him, but. You. 
Reject not then the ſuccour I propoſe, 
Wheace to You freedome, to me, Glory Flowes. 
Mar. I will no theſe Diſcourſes hear. 
Urge me no more. This Anſwer take for all! 
Vertue ſhall ne're be blemiſhed by my fall. 
Tyrid. Then give me leave to Die · I cannot ſee 
You ſtill have Fetters on whilſt I am free. 
Mar. But whilſt I thus my Innocence keep white; 
Me- thinks I feel as yet my Chains too light, 
Tyrid. But I can never go. 
Mar. I for one boon muſt ſue, Y 
And ſure | cannot be deny'd by you? 
Tyrid. 'Twere impious to diſobey that breath, 
Though the Commands were to meet Wracks, or Death, 
Mar. But this rmance muſt be bound by Vow 


Tyrid. By all to which men kneel, and bow. 
{ what's as by your ſelf I (wear _ 
/ Mar. She craves one who never begg'd before : 


x *. intreat — 4 — ſee me more. 
our e our Courage up, 
d the Carrere of your blind 2 
My Life and Honour both at Stake do lye, 
And ſuffer, if you either Nay, or dye. 
Tyrid. Can you condemn me, moſt Linforcunace; 
To Baniſhment for ever, and not hate ? 
Mar. Perhaps th'affeQtion that Tave ſhowa to yo; 
25 not been ſuch as you pretended to. 
to your Merits always gave their due, 
s far as my Condition would allow. 
ad I been free, and at my own diſpoſe, 
before all had Tyidates choſe. 
Tyrid. Oh all ye Gods! how dubious is my Fate =- 
once how Glorious, and how -Defolate! . | 


I have / 
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I have now, tis true! no Reaſon. to complain 
Yet in my fomet Wreechedaels remain 
Thoſe eyes mult never more apan me thine; 
Yer I can neither murmur, not rep.ne, 
Mar. Pitty begins too much to move my heart, 

I find by theſe it is high time to pat! [ Mar, Weeps. 
I, Tyridates have ſome weakneſs ſhown, - 

And your Misforcanes move more than my own, 

Ler Mariamne your Example be, 

Do you aſſume your Courage now like me: 

Inſcnfibly I do not part with you, 

Yer daunt els act what I reſolve to do. 

If o're your Spirit any power I have, 

Let it be ſhowa----be patient and be brave: 

And let this act of 1. obedience prove 
The Candor, and the Grearnels of your Love. 

Take now my laſt Farewell, L Tyrid. kweels, 
One kindueſs yer 
When you remember me, this fault forget. Su cum. 

| .  [ggves him her hand to kiſs. Cleo. 
Tyrid. Oh Gods ! is there no other way to prove 
The pureneſs and che greatneſs of 12 ove. 
Muſt I to this hard Doom ſubjected be ? 

Vet tis a Juſt and Vertuous Cruelty ! 

Yes to remember Thee, Ile take this way, 

Tie dye for Debts I cannot live to pay. [ Exit, 


Scene Second: Herods Chamber. 
Enter Herod and $4/owe. 


Herod, What ſling is this to an Imperial mind, 
Thus in his will and power to be confin'd * 

Salom, Herod's a King, and does Fades ſway---- 
But he's no King, who others does obey. : 


will » Salem. 


Hera and Marianne: 
Salom. Though Paſhons within your Breaſt, 
—— arr earthen tereſt, 5 
And ſear to new ac rowne 
Th' aſpiring boldneſs of the reſt pulls downe ! 
This made a Monarch to a Romane 
When the whole Forces of his Rage 
Herod. Tis —— Powers: 
Salam. None ſhould be great Realm then Yours; 
You this affront in Widonmay may par 
Sit tamely downe - But King will noc L! 
For he ſhall fall my Victim, "Sad in this 
I will perform what Kings but faihtiy with — 
But How, K 
Do You proceed wi your ungrateful deen? 
Hered: 've ſenc for Her. W 
Salow, To ask her Pardon. 
A Herod, No. 
But that her De eee 1 


What ſa — Quien 
har os or Haughry Qyeen* 


When ſhe has firſt paid to her God his due. * 
She's buſie yer. 
Herod. Ac Prayers Yes, and tis time. 
But Heaven may ſtay, her abſence is a Crime 
1. Bid het make haſt, and let her Underſtand 
I now no more entreat Her, but Command. 
Phil. 1 Shall, [ Exit 
Salem. This was like Herod and a King; 
But yet I fear her Eyes ſuch Forces 
Which ſhe ſtill manages wich ſuch an Art, 
rr 
came once e, 
En — EIN 
Enter and C on 
Salem, She's here I muſt retice, l 


"" „. Thy 
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were up. 


* 
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Thy Lover Queen ſhall (hare thy Sufferings, | 
My Jealouſy can kill as well as Kings. [LF 
Herod. See with what Noble Pride the ſteps c That State 
So like a Queen, as yet I canaa hate 
Not all the marks of Anger that I bear 
Can ſhake this Womaas Soul into 4 fear! 
I muſt no longer pauſe — ' 
You had obey d us Rraight, 
Had you not been retarded by your hate. 
Mar. Any to hate the Laws of Heaven foibid ! 
Elſe twere but Juſtice Herad if I did. 
Herod. You Queen have yet no Reaſon tu complain, 
My Love it is that proves your greateſt pain. 
Mar. What are thaſe Sig your Love you boaſt * 
Hered, The World the Greatneſs of my Love can Read, 
In that you ſtill proud _ do wear your Head, 
Aſter your Love to Tyridates ſhown, 
And his to you  publiquely made Known, 
Aar. My Innocence ſtill wears a Robe ſo White, 
That I eſteem Your Acculaions light, 
Herod. I (ay that you ſtill Live ſhews Love enough. 
Mar. But of your Love I have another proof: 
You can't forget the Compliment you ſent 
When You to Antony and Car went. 
You ſent me Word, wich Guef you left me ttue — 
Hor had jou Dy'd I muſt have follow'd too. 
Was this th' Effect eicher of Love or Hate, 
That both our Lives muſt have an Equal Date: 
Herod, Tam Betray'd! Undone 
Thoſe who my Truſt into my Boſeme drew, 
Foifake me and betray my Secrets to. 
Yo what Extiemities am I N 


By Slaves and a Diſloyal Wile abus d: 
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Mariam. I by Imprudence now have tas d flow, [Car. | 
I doubt my Philon nd Sohemus harm. | 
Herod, | my latentions never will deny; 
I did intend —.if I did... you ſhould dye. | 
It was exceſs of LV | 
Mar. Of ſealouſie and Hate ! | 
Herod, Thoſe Traytors who my Secrets did relite, 
Did not ſor nothing ſo great hazard run, | 
Expoſe themſelves by me to be undone , | 
And buy your favour with their Lives expence, 
If you had not propos'd a Recompence 
Which ſeem'd ſo great and 22 in —ͤ—ñ— eyes, 
They to obtain * me, and liſe deſpiſe. 
Mar. What recompence had I to give: 
Hered. I know 
No gifts could ever undermine them fo: 
Such mean _ never could their Faith dies 
No Traytreſs; by the Charmes of choſe falſe eyes, 
They were ſeduc d 
Mar, I will acquit them, they are Innocent: 
'Twas Heaven reveal'd to me thy black intent. 
Herod. Thou uſeſt thus thy Lovers to excuſe, 
And doſt thy Husbands Love and Bed abuſe ! 
Mar. Believe what &'re thou wilt againſt me now, 
The baſeneſs of your Soul and Birth you ſhow. 
I ſcorn thee now ſo much that I diſdain... 
To ſtoop ſo low, to ſpeak to thee again: 
Or any more my Innocence defend 
Againſt th'unworthy Ctime which you pretend. 
Herod, Twould be in vain I now will Juſtice do, 
ves! you ſhall ſuffer, and Lovers too! 


If all che Torments of the 97 vl will do: 


Truth by that Tryal quickly 
What do you file my Guard 1 withoo d there ¶ Eier Guard. 


Here ! 
Safely the Queen to the great Priſon ban 
G 2 On 


— —— — 
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On pain of Death, away. 


Mar. Touch —— hand, 

I willingly obey his kind command. ¶ Zxeunt Qucen & Guards, 
Herod. Still the ame Queen! ſtill the ſame port ſhe bears, 

And not one look of fear nor horror wears ! 


Euter Salome and Pheroras. 
My Fatal Love thus long has made me blind, 
And with ſalſe Errors st my mind; 
But ber high Pride feel : Pheroras haſte 
And make you . and Sohemws fall, 
Let them be d till chey the truth declare. 
Pher, They ſhall [about to gor. 
Herod, Hold! Foſeph from the Rack we ſpare: 
We will ſome method in our Anger take , 
He's Marry'd to our Aunt, and for her fake, 
Let him eſcape che Rack, but Strang!'d be; 
Be gone let it be done immediately, 
Salem. Sir, ſeize on Philon, he knows her Intrigues; 
A great Contriver in her amorous Leagues. 
Herod. See He be tortut d too 


And forc'd by pains the hidden Truth to tell“ 
| to the utmoſt will my Wrath purſue. 


After they're Rack'd..letem be ſtrangl d too. 
Away: let it be done before you ſleep. C Exit Phero. 

Salem. O. Sir! I ſee tis difficult to keep 
Our ſelves wich all the helps of humane Art, 

From thoſe misfortunes Heaven will ſtill impart. 
Appearances delude a humane fight, 
But Teeaſon cannot always walk in Night. 

Herod. This Woman to my mind diſtraction brings; 
And on the Rack my tortur'd Soul ſhe flings. 

Salo, Tis plain! no ſmall things could their Faiths remove, 
They could not ſtoop at ought below her Love. 
But were this Amorous League a dubious thing; 
k is enough! the dares affront her King 


In 


1 
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In that unlawfull Love which ſhe dares owa 
To Yyridates. 
But where's that heighe of Pride the did pretend, 
When ſhe can to 4 8 Love deſcend. 
Herod. What ſhall I do? P 
Salom. Tis fatal Love, your troubles does Create: 
O Sir, but ſtrip your Princely Soul from that 
Which with dark ſhaddows over-hangs your mind, 
And makes you to your chieſeſt Intereſt blind; 
You ſoon will be from all Vexations freed, 
When Traytors juſtly for their Treaſon bleed. * 
Herod, Yes, Mariamne ſoon ſhould loſe her head, 
But that I Ceſ@ and the People dread. 
Salam. Never let that keep your great Soul in awe, 
Salve ic with Juſtice, let her dye by Law: 
Let there ſome Proceſs be againſt her ſram'd: 
Some Reverend Judges in Commiſſion nam d. 
Hered.. I am reſolv d now—and the way is good, 
It is the Law, not Herod, ſpills her blood. 
She, who reduc'd me to this ſhame and fear, 
Shall as a Subject at the Bar appear [ Enter Alexandra, 
Salom. But here comes one! though often Proud and High, 
Falls down as poorly in Adverſity. 
You'l not be mov'd with Tears! - 
Herod, No, nor with Prayers. 
Salom, But Vie be heir Lives my Joys debar : 
Revenge to thee ! to thee ! Fle Altars rear. FExit. 
[ Alex. kneelr and weeps: 
Alex. O Sir ! take pitty, I your Grace implore , 
Deny not one, who never Kneel'd before. 
Herod, Peace | tis in vain; nor Tears, nor Words ſhall do; 
And you deſerve to ſhare her Ruine too! 
Alexan, I will not riſe ugleſs you grant her Life, 
Herod, No mare! She is 2 D lebe dient Wiſe. 


Alexan. Ile grant it yet ſome mercy ihow. 
63 No 


Herod. Away. 
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No Tears; nor Prayers ſhall my arm'd Juſtice ftay— 
Alexax. Te follow you 
Herod, My Guard without there! here! [| Exter Guard. 
This Woman quickly to her Chamber bear, © 
And keep her Ble. 


Alexan, O ſee: I beg agen! [ txcels, 


I co ͤſubmit 
Herod, Haſt, quickly take ber in. 
Alexan. O Jealous Hausband O thou wilful Wiſe 
'Tis cruel Death I ſee muſt end this ſtriſe. 
If thou had'ſt but Obedient been to me, 


Herod had had that Death he gives to Thee. { Fx.with Guards. 


Herod, Still! ſtill Confuſion in my breaſt does roll, 
And I feel mighty ſtruglings in my Soul. 
The Queens Death only ſatisſies my mind: 


And yet in that Reluctancy J find. [ Exit, 


Enter Pheroras reading Papers, and Salome. 
Salom. Are the Kings Orders then obey'd * 
Phir. They are! 
Salm. This haſt beſpeaks your Loyalty and Care, 
her. Hete's their Confeflions, +. | gives'em Salome. 
Tortures made them rel! | 
What they before could by no force reveal. 
Salom, Not the great danger which they ran could move, 
No Obſtacle could blunt their ſharpen'd Love, 
The Queen and Tyridates met this Night, 7 
O hee is Argument enough for ſpight. 
A his, this will do what though Mariamne dye, 4d. 
It Cures not quite ! the Prince mult fall, or 1: | 
Pherores it is late; the King poſleſt 
with Rage, is gone ta try if he can reſt : 
To morrew Morning Ile theſe Papers ſhow, 
And he by me your Diligence ſhall know. 
But much of this muſt not be (een by him: 
They juſtifie her more then they condemne 
In 


wn ww af,» - i. * 


Ia mid'ſt of all their Torments they ſeem bold, 
And have the Truth to her advantage told. 
But ſay Pheroras, dy'd they all like men: 
Pher. They dy'd as if they were toflive agen: 
And did with ſo much Courage yeild their breath, 
As magg me almoſt roo. in Love with Death: 
If any ſorrow in their Looks were ſhown, 
'Twas for the Queens hard fate, and nottheir own, [ Exeunt. 


Act the Fifth. 
Scene the Firſt : The Scene without the City. 


Enter Tyridates and Arſanes, 


Tyrid. T O Rome I now my wand'ring ſteps mult lead; 
I've (worn, and my great Saint muſt be obey d: 
Doom d from her fight, he now Judea flyes, 

Who in Devotion to Matiamne's eyes, 

Liv'd an Adorer, and a Pilgrim Dies. 

But what high Blifs my Vowes to me deny; 

Haſt my Arſanes, to the City fly. 

Enquire her health, 7 fear ſhe's in diſtreſs, 

The trembling of my Soul her ills expreſs, 

By ſecret Concord Lutes when tun'd alike ; 

One trembling moves, if you the other ſtrike, 

Thus my tun'd Heart 2 of Love 

Does at thoſe ills the feels, gh diſtant, move. 

Not Death, nor Ferod's Cruelties 7 fear, 

But the Queens laſt command that kerps me here, 
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Arſa. Vie put on the Diſguiſe I have within. 
Tyrid. Here I will lye till you return agen; 
And with my own ſad thoughts I will converſe, 
W hoſe Clouds the Queens Health only can diſperſe. 
{ Lyrs down. 
Enter Salome in Mans Habit. 
Salom, This is the place I'm ſute; hither laſt Naht, 
Im told he and Arſanes took their flight : 
Bleſt Chance! yonder he is! Revenge ariſe ! 
And make to thee and Love one Sacrifice. 
Tyrid. What man is this ? Ile ask him whence he came # 
[He rs 
Salom, So, ſo! I have already rous'd the Game. 
Tyrid. Sir, from the City came you? 
Salom, Yes, to you! 
Tyrid. Your pleaſure ! 
Salam. 'Tis a bus neſs ſtrange and new, 
The Qgeen 
Tyrid. Oh that bleſt name ! 
Salom, Has found too late 
Tyrid. You raiſe x Ang a 
Salom. A ſence of her hard fate! 
Though from her kindneſs you did once receive, 
All 2 ſo ſtrict a Vertue had ta give. 
11— 
With a Womans kindneſs ſh has a Womans fear, 
And dreads her Dangers now ſhe finds 'em near. 
And though a while unmov'd , 
She ſtood the Tyrants firſt, and eaſier frowns, 
Who floats abqve weak ſtreams, in rougher, drowns. 
Her nearer Ruihe (though no doubt ſhe fill 
Eſteems yee) does her breaſt with horror fill. 
She raves, and wiſhes chat black hour accurſt, 
Ia which ſhe ſaw, and knew, and lov'd you firſt, 
And all that ſtorm ſtill falls an Cruel 
Who her to theſe unjuſt Misſrtunes drew, —- 


She 
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She wiſhes you 
rid. Hold! here's enough to Kill. 
Since I am curſt by my fair Queen ! yet ſtill 
She's juſt, were the more cruel 
Salom. Sir, the ill 
She undergoes by you, has brought me here; 
That ſince ſuch Beauty ſuffers for your ſake, 
My Sword may of your Crimes expiation make : 
Draw and defend your Life... 
Tyrid. No, kind Sir, I 
Have guilty liv'd, but will not guilty dye. 
Should I defend that Life which the condemns, 
I juſtifie her ſufferings, and my Crimes. 
No, grant one Grace, the greateſt man can give, 
Here let my Breaſt chat welcome gueſt receive. 
Salom, This I expected CA. 
Oh my hand does ſhake , J 
And fooliuh fear doe my Souls fortreſs take! 
Tyrid, Why are you flow 7 dear Sir make haſt __T_ 
Salam. Baſe fears be gone Well, now I am prepar'd 1 
Againſt Revenge in Love there is no guard. 


Enter Arſanes who flops her Sword. 
Arſs. Hold Villain! Murderer! 
Tyrid. Why do you ſtop that hand that is ſo kind, 
Senc by the Queen, who has this grace deſign'd. 
Arſe. Oh Gods ! your Paſſion Sir, has made you blind. 
He's ſome Impoſtor would your 1-7 


You nothing of the in 

_ with —— 2 oes this a 

I che Impoſture quickly will explain, ers 4 paſs 
Salam. Hold, hold! tis not by thee 7 will be ſla in. 1 ia 


1 come not hither by the ns command, 
Yer ſtill this Traytor falls by my juſt hand. 
By Princeſs $4lome Im ſent L ers at Tyrid. 


4 H Her 
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Her and her Brothers honour I muſt right: 
It is in both their Cayſes that I fight. 
Arſa. Why from the Queen dig you pretend before ? 
Salm. The Prince I knew did her ſo much adore, 
That calmely then he would his life reſigne, 
And ſo I might take his, not hazard mine. 
Arſa. Oh Monſter [offers at her, 
Tyrid. Stay | the Cauſe is chang'd, and I'te diſpute my Fate; 
And give you what you ask; Hered I hate, 
But Salome much more 
Salom. Hates he her more 
Then Herod? — my Revenge ſwell'd high beſore ; 
But now to kill or dye's an equal part : 
Falſe & Perſidious T raytor! at thy heart: 
[ Hers Perrewig falls off in making 4 Paſs u Tyrid. 
Tyrid. Ha! Tis her ſelf, | | 
Salow. Oh Curs t diſcovery | yes Sir! tis L 
And once again I ghee to Death defy ! 
Tyra What Viſiog's this? you have diſatm'd me now, 
Why, Madam, all this Cruelty from you? 
S«low, Oh my falle Heart ! I feel my ra 
At one kind breath my new-blown Love 
Sir, le forgivey M you'le return and Love, 
I Herod's wrath, yoùr dangers will remove, 
And bring you back agen to his eſteem. 
Tyrid. Yes, I will Love le | 
Salow, How Sir! | 
Tyrid. My Charming Queen (oye! 
Sabom. Your Charming Queen ! your Charming Queen halt 
I inſtantiy will co her Tyrant flye: 
Accu her of all Treaſons, ſalſe, or true; 
All is coe little chat Revenge can do: 
She dies ro Morrow, nay to Night, to Day: 
cannot ſoon enough her liſe betray. 
And fmce no other way will do't, I will 
Torment thy Heart through Aariamne ſtill. 


1 


expire, 
es fre, 
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And thou ſhalt live to hear this news Proclaim d, 
She's Dead: and if my pon t can do | it, Damu d. Loferinge, 


Tyr. Stay, Salome ; dear Salome ! 

Salom. Your will, 

Tyrid. If blood's your aymez here Tyridates kill, 
Let her but live 

$alom. No, loving Fool, the dies. 

Tyrid. Oh thou k malice ! wert thou but 4 man, 

I by chy Death would my Queens ſaſety gain. 
But Curſe ſhe is a Woman ! oh tis 
That Juſtice ſhould by honour be debarr'd: 


Tas) reaceſt weakneis is che ſtrongeſt guard. 
. Sir, Tis not yet too late your Queen to ſave, 
Could ou bur N i 
Tyrid. But—— what is it you would have © 
Salom. Your Love! 
Tyrid. Love, Madam, has Variety ! 
What Love ist you would haves to What degree: 
Salam. I'd have you Oh your bliadneſs and my ſhame! 
Can you not gueſs the thing withour the name ? 
Tyrid. Ah, Madam! if you Lawleſs choughts purſue, 
The ills you ſave her op will fall on yu. — 
Horrors will haunt yee ! 
Salam. You do not underſtand 
A Lovers ſence. In Love we are not pain'd 
With th'uls we've ated, but in thoſe we miſs. 
Repentance there's leſs Torment, then a wiſh. 
Try but to Love me, tis an eaſie grant: 
Speak ſome kind things; or if new words you want 
T'expreſs a Paſſion by, Akon por Auer , 
And repeat { to her 


Tyrid, Madam ! what would your abuſed fancy get 
If 1%thar do not Love thould "Clameriog, 
The firſt I cannot, and the laſt I ſcorn: ' 
My thoughts are never in Diſguiſes worne, 
1 cannot cell yee 
Salow, No, nor can I hear? H 2 I've 


— — 
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Fve ſaid too much for a return ſo ſmall: 
Bur here once more my Fury I tecal. 
Since Plots on Tyridates vun do prove, 


To take away thy Life, or gain thy Love: 
Thy heart I yet one way leit to break; 


— Vengeance at the Queen its ayme ſhall take: 
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re I will tab thee in a tender part, 
And th her Breaſt ſtrike thy heart. [Ex. Sal. 
Tyrid. Thy kindneſs and — threats I both deſpiſe; 
But oh her rage at Afariamne flyes. 
Vie to the Court, and i in forme 
My Queen, and be her guard agaiaſt chis ſtorme, 
What. if 'de (worn a thouſand i Oaks and broke 
Them all, her ceitain Ruine to revoke ? 
Yet Petjury's no fin in ſuch aCaſez 
Kind $«iome | thy Malice is a Grace: 
Thy Cruelty has done an act ſo brave, 
It gives me por my Queen to ſee, and ſave. 
By ſuch à hand ſo great a Bounty given ! | 
An Iaſtrument of —_ has lent me Heav's. [ Exit, 


Second Scene: A Bed-Chamber, 
Mariamne lying on a C ouch ſleeping, Cleophe by, 


Eater Herod, 


Herod, See where the lies her eyes chain d up with fleep: 
The Graces in ber Pace a Guard 2 keep: 
Wich what ſerenity ſhe does 
How calme her Saul is, not d. 'b'd wich ſear. 
While mine feels horrors 4 Oh my heart! 7 muſt 
Withdraw, leaſt to my ſelf I prove unjult,. | 
Fer . thoſe almi Gus be her Beauty wears, 
Spread for my nger, and my Jaſtice ſnares. . [Hands aſida. 
Mar. O Cleophe | my Reſt pleaſant been, [4Awakes, 
In dleep I have a bleſſed Viſion ſeen, Souls 
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Souls undiſturbd when they lye down to reſt, 
Are often with ſuch fair Idea's bleſt, 
I find Heav'n may in Priſons bez whilſt Hell, 
And all its Furies in the Pallace dwell ! 
Wipe off your Tears, and be not ſo unkind ! 
Your weakneſs Cleophe diſturbs my mind. 
Let Death and Fortune threaten if they will: 
What though fall? I am above'em ſtill, ( Enter 3 Judges 
Herod, Oh thou Heroick mind ! not ſtartl'd yet? 
See how ſhe does unamov'd, undaunted fit! 
1 Fudg, Madam! by this Commiſſion we are ſent, 
In which we obey our Royal Kings Commands 
You are accus'd by Him 
Mar, Vain Rudenels ! hold! 
Me-thinks you are too inſolent and bold! 
A Princeſs of my * our Lawful Qgeen, 
Heir to the Crown, oop fo lo-＋-w - 
Can you be Subjects and my Judges too: 
2 Jedg. We from the King, Madam, this power receive !! 
Mar. The King himſelf has not ſo much to give, 
For He can never make my Spirit bow 
To ſuch a baſe ſubmiſſion crav'd by you. 
3 Fudg. Iwill be your Glory if you're Innocent. 
Mar. My Soul ne're knew what to be guilty meant 
Excepting Heav'n I other Judges ſcorn : 
But chiefly you, who .are. my Subjects born. 
Therefore forbear 
1 Fed. Madam! we know 
What to your Birth and quality we owe: 
Which hitherto we with reſpect have paid, 
The King on us has this Injunction laid: 
To whom it is our Duty to abeys | 
And you as well as we ſhould homage pay: _ , 
You'l guilty ſeem; if you do this refuſe, 
Queens ought to clove Hhemlalies when Kings accuſe, 


| H 3 Mar. 
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Mar. But I from his Authority, and yours, 
Appeal to Higher and more Righreous Powers. 
2 Fudz. Our Conſcience guides us, and the Law. 
Mar. But why. 
All theſe Formalities to make me * 
My Friends to Death without theſe were ſear, 
May aot I tread the Path my Kindred went: 
1 Fudge. Madam! of you the King has greater Care, 
And by your Tryal, hopes to find you clear. 
Mar. Though his high Cruelties I muft confefs, 
Have juftly made the Wiſes affection 'lefs: 
Vet my firm Duty never can decreaſe, 
Herod. I can no longer hold... © Ct Mariam, 
Tle not believe but you are Guiltleſs too! 
No memory of my Banithe rage fhall ſtay, 
All my ſuſpitions Love hes blown away. © 
Mar. Hold Cruel Man ! let Juſtice have irs courſe: 
My Judges I diflike, but thee much worſe, | 
Beyond the bounds of Cruelty chey fly, 
Who torment thoſe, who are about to dy. 
Herod. Oh you miſtake me, for I come to ſave—— 
Mar. Her Life who hates it, and defires a Grave. 
But what's your right, to give or take my Life, 
You know you ate not King but by your Wife. 
Herod. Thou try'ſt by all extremities to move 
My long-kepr Patience, and provoke my Love, 
To that alone and that thou too well know ft 
The Life thou yet enjoy'ſt ! Prond Queen! thou ow'ft.” 
Mar. Nor thy Careffes, nor chy Threats ſhall move, 
Thy Threats are yer leſs hateful than thy Love. 
Herod. Since you my Love with ſo much ſcorn deny, 
Thou ſhalt have thy deſire · yes, thou ſhalt dye, 710 the 


Perform that Charge 1 formerly did give, Judges. 
And if you find 5 falſe, let her * p 
Let not the Name of Queen, keep you in awe : 
Nor yet Divert the Juſtice of che Law. LZ vit. 


Mar, 
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Mar. You ſee your Champion's gon ; you may with draw; 
I am your Queen, above you, and your Law. [ Exit, 

2 Judg, She has a Soul no Power on Earth can tame. 

1 Fudg. We may return as uſeleſs as we came. 


Enter ta them Herod and Sa lom. 
Salom, But why ſo weak | what ſhifting Pa ſſions move 
His Soul e now mad with Rage, now fool'd with Love. 
Herod. But once again I am my ſelf become, 
And will an inrag'd Monarchs power aſſume, 
Such high and lofty Pride ſwells her great heart, 
That tis high time that and her head ſhould patt. 
What now? | 
t Fydg. She treats us Sir with ſuch diſdain and ſcorn, 
As if ſhe were more than a Princeſs born. 
Herod. She's guilty then, who dares not thus be try d. 
Salom, | doubt there's ſomthing in it more than Pride. 
Hered, O Heav'n ! pull down your Thunders on my head, 
Pluck up thoſe roots of Love, or ſtrike me dead, 
Salow, Why make you thus your ſelf unfortunate ! 
To tage for- her chat pays your Love with Hate. 
Herod. I know the hates me, and I know it well; 
And yet I can't her Image hence expel. 
But I will hear no more what Love can ſay: 
Yes, yes, Mariamne, thou ſhalt Dye to day. 
I'le ſtart not from what I reſolve to do, 
Though whilſt I take her Life, I loſe mine too, 
Salem. Sir, you with Paſſions have ſo much been ſway d, 
You never ask d whether you were Obey d 
In your commands laſt Night: but you will find S delivers bins. 
Somching in theſe will ſatisfie your mind. he Papers, 
Herod. *'Tis true I had forgot. [ Beads 19. bimſelf, 
Salom. See | how it works? 
Poiſon I hope in their Confeflioa Lurks! 
See how he ſwells ! 


It 


* 
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Herod and Mariamne 
ke will burſt out anon: + , 
He lakes not what he Reads, yet muſt read on. 
Herod. How | when | was to Ceſar gone, the Queen [ re4d:. 


Was privately by Tyrus (een ! 


Oh Heavens ! 

Laſt Night for all the Danger he was in, 

Return'd and privately met her agen. 

Diſguis'd------al Night---ah this does prove 

The ſtrength of his and her unlawful Love. 

Are theſe men Dead? hah ! 
Salow, They have receiv'd a juſt reward of Treachery----- 
Herod, es 1 here's enough to {atisfie my mind, 

Now Juſtice to my ſelf, and thee, I am kind. 

For the ſhall Dye, and like a Traytreſs 800. | 

Do you my Orders inſtantly purſue. 

Do it befaie my fic of Love return. [Ext Judges. 

If chat get in, it will my Rage remove. 

I-muſt — this Storm to keep out Love. C Exit. 


Scene the Third: The Priſon, 


Mariamne, Cleophe weeping, 


Mar. Leave weeping Cleophe, I pray forbear; 
Is it the mark of {orrow, or of fear : 

Cleoph. Madam, I doubt your ſpotleſs Innocence 
Againſt che Tyrant will be ſmall e! a 
You know he ſpares no Liſe when Rage bears ſway: 
And now I fear leaſt it take yours away. 

Mar. I prithee neither fear, nor weep for that, 


Tis Death alone can make me ſortunate. 

That will my Soul from Chaias of fleſh uabind, 
And give uubounded ſceedom to my mind. 
This Soul that's fetter d here, when I ſhall dye, 
To an Eternal Liberty will fly: 


Herod and Mariamne. 
And what's contracted in this Body now, 
Shall like a mighty Circle endlefs grow. 
How Cleophe, can I your tears i 
Who weep the fate 1 deſire and love. 
If chou lov'ſt me, ſhew an unclouded eye, 
I am reſolv'd, and am prepar'd to Dy. 
Tis guilt alone diſturbs a Soul with fears, | 
And fooliſh weakneſs vents it (elf in Tears Wo 


Enter Pheroras, Guard, Attendants. 
rler Madam, 1 am forry that dis I muſt bring 


So fad a Meſſage from an An King. | 
Mar, Speak it Pheroras, — le ble; that breach, | 
That greets my Ear wich che kind ſound of Death, © | 
Pher. N can your Fare put by, * 2 
tar you 


His reſolution's fix'd, dye 
And all things do without alteady , 
Therefore your (elf ſot this ſad Fate. 
Mar, 1 calle not ſad; I. mer till now 
Receiv d a baff ſo kind you, 


WhilR I retire to mos a 


That my wing e — 
T * 
May ſhoke of ages 


= ges and Executioner with an Axe in his hand, dreſſed 
with Linnen Sleeves and Apron, and in bu ther hand a black 


Cypreſs Scarf. 


x Judg. All are ready ! where's the Pris ner gone. 
Pher. She did — 
af - But does her khaughty mind continue till ? 

g. Death will affright her ſure, or nothing will. 


2 »ds But how did ſhe her Sentence Sir, receive ? 
Pher. She ſeem'd- not to Rejoyce, nar Zs 


N 5 — 4 — teats. 


She whom Friends 


2 I Cone les per mag rg 4 

gy means — Cypreſs 
Phers. To bli our * 

Death will be 

Nature will ſtart elſe _ 

The ſtroke is ſuffer'd beſt; whit 

You muſt not ſee the Blow! 


7 
228 
> » — 
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Mar, Lay that Scat by, + 
I am a Queen, and like my ſelf will dye. 
It is not Death can overcome my heart: 
Nor at its blackeſt horrors make me ſtart. 
No, Ile look thus, 'thus Fate deſpis d Ile meer: 
'Tis they ſmile beſt; who death thus kindly greet. L Ex. 


Scene Foarth : A Chamber. 


e Euter Alexandra. ' © 

The Pulſes of my trembling Soul beat high, 

Ae dye. 
es 


25 = 


7 
13 


i 


© 

O 

5 
> 


5 
T 


Prayers could do) LEA. 


Mufick e ſee, ſee, what's there? 
- chat ſhould cauſe this fear, 


* 


| diſturbs you % 
Herod. Oh —— the Queen, the Queen ! 
See Salome: ſtay, Mariamne---ſtay : ſhe's fled. 
Salow, Pray Sir ſettle diſtutb d mind - 


Herod. Stay Mariamne ! dead, doſt fiy from me too: 
No Jealouſy nor Rage can reach you. now. [_Exeunt, 


Scene ſixth: Scene Jeruſalem. 
Enter Sofius 2 


Seu. — 
the 24 Ten 
I dare not ask, _ 255 
Suſpence ! alas |, does bo 
Page. Sir, here's jr 1 — 
gef. Tell me Pheror as, 'may it be 
The Queen is dead J. 
ler, Yes Sir, (he's * 
W hich with fuch Luſtre 


l 


Courage wore, 
o MAE. . | 
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There of us all the ki ee 
Some Jewels then to 

And made the Guard to bear her 
Becauſe her pious Tears, gave her off 


Weeping thence, 


Whulit ſhe diſcours d, our * ** a f down, 18 
And no Eyes chere 4 = 

Soi. The h gh Airy 50 « rat | 
O Cruel Tyrant l to ** World unkind! | 


Pher, O Sir ! the Ki gs want your pitty now, 

I — the Pallace fol to - Your wg) 
- What then it — too te. 
r. Yes Sir ! he now ER ae 

And calls on Mariamne, now . (he . 
The Furies ſting his Soul with lach — 1 WA 
He now his Servants, now, himſelf does Curſe. N 
He threatens Death and a Reyenge. on all. nd 
But yet the ſtorm ſeems on 1 7 to fall; 
Juſt now he's gone, and none did dare ER 
Wrath in his Eyes, a er in his hand. 
Diſtracted thus, he towards LAY, Priſon, made, 
Where her dead * back the = 1 e. 


Tis x90 0008 gh 9's 


Sofime, Come Loy TW" 3-4 we Wand come 100 late: 
I muſt avert, though he deſerves thar * Exe. 


Scene the Lift”: 
The Scene opened, Mariamne * laid on 
Coueb as Bebeaded,” \ Hint 
Enter Alexandre; 1 0 apy 
Alexan. So much Coafyſion I meer every where, 
I have no doubt for my increaſing fear, . | 


” See 


wy 


as Ts 
Tywri Arlanes ſee he's dead! 
_ 3 841 WH 
22 Wo 
1 feel che le blank of Life aſe, | 
| And yer, my mind enjoys a kind of Peace. * 


; thus « 
Tyrid, O yes, I find 
Deaths kind embraces all my ſences bind. 


— 
ay -- 


[Exit. 


| 


The 
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The world tums round, and by degrees I gain 

A kind of Reſurrection from my pain. ct: 

Farewell 42 Ar ſans, | 
Zee cbs Homage which 1 
Tyrid. Accept whi . 

At m approach be not offended now, r 

The ſtricteſt Vertue may this allow: 

Thy Vow to Hered's Cancel d — and 7 

Now gain that Bliſs you did in Life deny, 

And we may now come nearer when we dye. 


er in his band, 


Thou lyeſt it can't be yet from me ſhe's fled. 
- my Command; 
Husband ſtand. 


? 
May Heaven but hate | 
Herod, Have at thy ; (11 i 

Two fiercer Foes, Face du ont Stage | | ' " 
A deſp'rate Lover, and a Rival King, : 
[They ga- « fil Paſs, and both fally 4 5 
— as Mariamnes feet. p : > 
id. Revenge, thou'ſt pan, now Love go ou | 

figilh what Mariamne, Eyes + oP! wed 


Though 


. 


Sears 
No 


resse 


Exteunt mne. 


PRPREEPPEDDDD eee 
EPILOGUE, 
Spoken by Mariamne. 


Jes fects Wrath was Slain, oY 


Can by your. s be Revivd . 
1, who Undaunied 


4 


But if I cannet ſo mech fave 


Come but to Morrow, and Ile dye agen. 
FINIS, 
ERRATA 


9. 8. 4 82. t. Gee. . 7 L *. tend 


the Firſt, line 9. reed 
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